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By AUTHORITY. 


Y vertue of the Authority in Us veſted by the 
AR for ſubjecting Poets to the power of a Li- 
cenſer, we have reviſed this Piece ; where finding 
the ſtyle and appellation of Kine to have been given 
to a certain Pretender, Pſzudo-Poet, or Phantom, of 
the name of TIBBALD; and apprehending the ſame 
may be deemed in ſome ſort a Reflection on Majeſty, 
or at leaſt an inſult on that Legal Authority which 
Has beſtowed on another perſon the Crown of Poe: 
We have ordered the ſaid Pretender, Pſeudo-Poet, or 
Phantom, utterly to vaniſb and evaporate out of this 
work: And de declare the ſaid Throne of Poeſy 
from henceforth to be abdicated and vacant, unleſs 
duly and lawfully ſupplied by the LaugtaTeE Him- 
Jelf. And it is hereby enaQted, that no other do 
Preſume to fill the ſammm. 
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. Book the FIRS r. 
7 ARGUMENT. 
he Propoſition, the Invocation, and the Inſcription. 
Then the Original of the great Empire of Dulneſs, 
and cauſe of the continuance thereof. The College 
of the Goddeſs in the City with her private Acas 
demy for Poets in particular ; the Governors of it, 
and the four Cardinal Virtues. Then the Poem 
haſtes into the midſt of things, preſenting her, on 
the Evening of a Lord Mayor's day, revolving the 
long ſucceſſion of her Sons, and the glories paſt and 
to come. She fixes her eye on Bays to be the Inſtru- 
ment of that great Event which is the Subject of the 
Poem. He is deſcribed penſive among his Books, 
giving up the Cauſe, and apprehending the Period of 
* her Empire: After debating whether to betake him- 
1 ſelf to the Church, or to Gaming, or to Party write 
Ing, he raiſes an Altar of proper books, (and mak- 
ing firſt his ſolemn prayer and declaration) purpoſes 
thereon to ſacrifice all his unſucceſsfnl writings. 
As the pile is kindled, the Goddeſs beholding the 
Flame from her ſeat, flies and puts it out by caſting 
upon it the Poem of Thule. She forthwith reyeals 
herſelf to him, tranſports him to her Temple, un- 

folds her Arts, and initiates him into her Myſte- . 
ries ; then announcing the death of. Euſden the 
5 Poet Laureate, anoints him, carries him to Court, 
j and proclaims him Succeſſor. | | 
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2 The DUNCIA D. Book I. 


HE Mighty Mother, and her Son who brings 
The Smithfield Muſes to the ear of Kings, 


I fing. Say you, her Inſtruments the Great! 


Call'd to this Work by Dulneſs, Jove, and Fate ; 
You, by whoſe Care, in: vain decry'd and curſt, 
Still Dunce the ſecond reigns like Dunce the firſt ; 
Say. how the Goddeſs bad Brittannia ſleep, 
And pour'd her Spirit o'er the Land and Deep. 

In eldeſt Time, e're Mortals writ or read, 
E're Pallas ifſu'd from the Thund'rer's Head, 16 
Dulneſs, o'er all poſſeſs'd her ancient Right, 
Daughter of Chaos and eternal Night: 
Fate in their Dotage this fair Ideot gave, 


. - Groſs as her Sire, and as her Mother grave, 


Laborious, heavy, buſy, bold, and blind, Is 
She rul'd, in native Anarchy, the Mind. - 
Still her old Empire to reſtore ſhe tries, 
For, born a Goddeſs, Dulneſs never dies. 
O Thou ! whatever Title pleaſe thine ear, | 
Dean, Drapier, Bickerſtaff, or Gulliver! 20 
Whether thou chuſe Cervantes? ſerious air, 


Or laugh, and ſhake in Rab'lais' ealy chair, 


& 


Or praiſe the Court, or magnify Mankind, 


Or thy griev'd Country's copper Chains unbind ; 


From thy Bceotia, tho her Pow'r retires, 25 


Mourn not, my Sw1FT, at ought our Realm acquires, 
Here pleas'd behold her mighty Wings out-ſpread 
To hatch a new Saturnian Age of Lead. 

Cloſe to thoſe walls where Folly holds her throne, 
And laughs to think Monroe would take her down, 30 
Where o'er the gates, by his fam'd father's hand 


Great Cibber's brazen, brainleſs brothers ſtand ; 


One Cell there is, conceal'd from vulgar eye, 

The Cave of Poverty and Poetry. : 

Keen, hollow winds howl thro' the bleak receſs, 35 
Emblem of Muſick caus'd by Emptineſs. | 
Hence Bards, like Proteus long in vain ty'd down, 
Eſcape in Monſters, and amaze the town. 


Hence Miſcellanies ſpring, the weekly boaſt 


Of Curls chaſte preſs, and Lintot's rubric poſt: 40 


Hence hymning Jyburn's elegiac Lines, 


Hence Journals, Medleys, Merc'ries Magazines: 
Sepulchral 
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| F Sepulchral Lyes, our holy walls to grace, 


And New-year Odes, and all the Grub ſtreet race. 
In clouded Majeſty here Dulneſs ſhone ; 45 


Pour guardian Virtues, roud, ſupport her throne ; 


Fierce champion Fortitude, that knows no fears 

Of hiſſes, blows, or want, or loſs of ears: 

Calm Temperance, whoſe bleſſings thoſe partake 
Who hunger, and who thirſt for ſcribling fake: 50 
Prudence, whoſe glaſs preſents th' approaching jayl : 

Päoetic Juſtice, with her lifted ſcale, 

Where, in nice balance, truth with gold ſhe weighs, 
And ſolid pudding againſt empty praiſe. 9 
1 Here ſhe beholds the Chaos dark and deep, 55 

Where nameleſs Somethings in their cauſes ſleep, 

Till genial Jacob, or a warm Third day, | 

Call forth each maſs, a Poem, or a Play: 

Hou hints, like ſpawn, ſcarce quick in embryo lie, 


How new-born nonſenſe firſt is taught to cry, 
Maggots half-form'd in rhyme exactly meet, 


And learn to crawl upon poetic feet. ; 
Here one poor word an hundred clenches makes, 
And ductile dulneſs new meanders takes; 

There motely Images her fancy ſtrike, 65 
Figures ill pair'd, and Similies unlike. 
She ſees a Mob of Metaphors advance, 
Pleas'd with the madneſs of the mazy dance: 
How Tragedy and Comedy embrace ; 
How Farce and Epic get a jumbled race ; 70 
How Time himſelf ſtands ſtill at her command, 
Realms ſhift their place, and Ocean turns to land. 
Here gay Deſcription Ægypt glads with ſhow' rs, 
Or gives to Zembla fruits, to Barca flow'rs; 
Glitt'ring with ice here hoary hills are ſeen, 75 
There painted vallies of eternal green, 
In cold December fragrant chaplets blow, 
And heavy Harveſts nod beneath the ſnow. _ 

All thefe, and more, the cloud-compelling Queen 
Beholds thro” fogs, that magnify the ſcene. 8a 
She tinſel'd o'er in robes of varying hues, 

With ſelf. applauſe her wild creation views; 
Sees momentary monſters riſe and fall, 

And with her own fools- colours gilds them all. 

: GM. „ © "Twas 
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Twas on the day, when ** rich and grave, 85 


Like Cimon, triumph'd both on land and wave: 
(Pomps without guilt, of bloodleſs ſwords and maces, 
Glad chains, warm furs, broad banners and broad faces) 
Now Night deſcending, the proud Scene was o'er, _ 
But liv'd in Settle's numbers, one day more. 90 
Now May'rs and Shrieves all huſh'd and fatiate lay, 
Vet eat, in dreams, the cuſtard of the day; 

While penſive Poets painful vigils keep, | 


[Sleepleſs themſelves, to give their readers ſleep, 


Much to the mindful Queen the feaſt recalls 9 
What City Swans once ſung within the walls; 
Much ſhe revolves their Arts, their ancient praiſe, 
And ſure ſucceſſion down from Hey wood's days. 

She ſaw, with joy, the line immortal run, 
Each fire impreſt and glaring in his ſon : 190 
So watchful Bruin forms, with plaſtic care, 

Each growing lump, and brings it to a Bear. 

She ſaw old Pryn in reſtleſs Daniel ſhine, 

And Euſden eke out Blackmore's endleſs line; 


She faw flow Philips creep like Tate's poor page, 105 


And all the mighty Mad in Dennis rage. 

In each ſhe marks her Image full expreſt, 
But chief in Bays's monſter-breeding breaſt ; 
Bays, form'd by nature Stage and Town to bleſs, 
And act, and be, a Coxcomb with fucceſs. 110 
Dulneſs with tranſport eyes the lively Dunce, 
Remembring ſhe herſelf- was Pertneſs once. 
Now (ſhame to Fortune !) an ill Run at Play 
Blank'd his bold viſage, and a thin Third day: 
Swearing and ſupperleſs the Hero ſate, 115 
Blaſphem'd his Gods, the Dice, and damn'd his Fate. 
Then gnaw'd his pen, then daſn'd it on the ground, 
Sinking from theught to thought, a vaſt profound! 
Plung'd for his ſenſe, but found no bottom there, 


Yet wrote and flounder'd on, in mere deſpair. 120 


Round him much Embryo, much Abortion lay, 
much future Ode, and abdicated Play; 
Nonſenſe precipitate, like running Lead, 
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That flip'd thro' Cracks and Zig - zags of the Head ; - 


All that on Folly Frenzy could beget, 125 
Fruits of dull Heat, and Svoterkins of Wit. | 
i | ; Next, 
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[Book I, The DUNCIAP. ö 
Next, o'er his Books his eyes began to roll, 


In pleaſing memory of all he ſtole, | 
How here he ſipp'd, how there he plunder'd ſnug 


And ſuck'd all o'er like an induſtrious Bug. 170 


Here lay poor Fletcher's half-eat Scenes, and here 
The Frippery of crucify'd Moliere ; | 

= There hapleſs Shakeſpear, yet of Tibbald ſore, 
Z Wiſh'd he had blotted for himſelf before. 


5 2 
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wy 


The reſt on out-ſide Merit but preſume, 139 


Or ſerve (like other Fools) to fill a room; 


Such with their Shelves as due proportion hold, 


Or their fond Parents dreſt in red and gold; 


Or where the pictures for the page attone, 
And Quarles is ſav'd by Beauties not his own. 140 
FHere ſwells the Shelf with Ogilby the great; 

There, ſtamp'd with Arms, Newcaſtle ſhines complete: 


Here all his ſuff ring brotherhood retire, 
Aud 'ſcape the martyrdom of jakes and fire: 


A Gothic Library ! of Greece and Rome 145 
Mell purg'd, and worthy Settle, Banks, and Broome. 


But, high above, more ſolid Learning ſhone, 
The Claflics of an Age that heard of none; 
There Caxton ſlept, with Wynkyn at his fide, 
One claſp'd in wood, and one in ſtrong cow-hide ; 150 
There, fav'd by ſpice, like Mummies, many a year, 
Dry Bodies of Divinity appear : ” 
De Lyra there a dreadful front extends, 
And here the groaning ſhelves Philemon bends. 

Of theſe twelve volumes, twelve of ampleſt fize, 15 5 
Redeem'd from tapers and defrauded pies, 
Inſpir'd he ſeizes : Theſe an altar raiſe: 


An hecatomb of pure, unſully'd lays 


That altar crowns: A folio Common-place 
Founds the whole pile, of all his works the baſe: 160 
Quartos, octavos, fhape the leſsning pyre; 
A twiſted Birth-day Ode completes the ſpire. 

Then he, Great Tamer of all human art! 
Firſt in my care, and ever at my Heart; 
Drineſs! whoſe good old Cauſe I yet defend, 166 
With whom my Muſe began, with whom ſhall end; 
E're fince Sir Fopling's Perwwig was Praiſe, | 
To the laſt honours of the But and Bays: _ 
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O thou! of Bus'neſs the directing foul ! | 
To this our head like byaſs to the bowl, 170 
Which, as more pond'rous, made its aim more true, 
Obliquely wadling to the mark in view : | 

O! ever gracious to perplex'd mankind, 

Still ſpread a healing mitt before the mind; c 
And left we err by Wit's wild dancing light, 175 
Secure us kindly in our native night. 

Or, if to Wit a coxcomb make pretence, 

Guard the ſure barrier between that and Senſe 
Or quite unravel all the reas'ning Thread, 

And hang ſome curious Cobweb in its ſtead! 180 

As, forc'd from wind-gunds, lead itſelf can fly, 
And pond'rous ſlugs cut ſwiftly thro the ſky ; 

As clocks to weight their nimble motion owe, 

The wheels above urg'd by the load below: | 
Me Emptineſs, and Dulneſs could inſpire, 185 
And were my Elaſticity, and Fire. 
Some Dæmon ſtole my pen (forgive th'offence) 

And once betray'd me into common Senſe : 

Elſe all my Proſe and Verſe were much the ſame ; 
This, proſe on itilts ; that, poetry fall'n lame. 190 
Did on the ſtage my Fops appear confin'd ? 

My Life gave ampler Leſſons to mankind. 

Did the dead Letter unſucceſsful prove? 

The briſk Example never fail'd to move. 

Vet ſure had Heav'n decreed to ſave the State, 193 
Heav'n had decreed theſe Works a longer date. 
Could Troy be ſav'd by any ſingle hand, 

This grey-gooſe weapon muſt have made her ſtand. 
What can I now? my Fletcher caſt aſide, 

Take up the Bible, once my better guide ? 200 
Or tread the path by vent'rous Heroes trod, 

This Box my Thunder, this right hand my God? 

Or chair'd at White's amidſt the Doctors fit, 

Teach Oaths to Gamſters, and to Nobles Wit? 
Or bidſt thou rather. Party to embrace? 205 
(A friend to Party thou, and all her race; 

"Tis the ſame rope at different ends they twiſt ; 

To Dulneſs Ridpath is as dear as Miſt.) 

Shall I, like Curtius, deſp'rate in my zeal, 

C'er head and ears plunge for the Commonweal? 210 


or 


Book 1. The DUNCIAD. - 7 
Or rob Rome's ancient geeſe of all their glories, 
And cackling ſave the Monarchy of Tories ? 
Hold — to the Miniſter I more incline; 
ſerve his Cauſe, O Queen | is ſerving thine. 
And fee! thy very Gazetteers give o'er, | 215 
Ev'n Ralph repents, and Henly writes no more. 
What then remains? Ourſelf. Still, ſtill remain 
Cibberian forehead, and Cibberian brain. 

This brazen Brightneſs, to the Squire ſo dear; 
This poliſh'd Hardneſs, that reflects the Peer; 220 
This arch Abfurd, that wit and fool delights; 
This Meſs, toſs'd up of Hockley-hole and White's ; 
Where Dukes andButchers join to wreathe my crown, 
At once the Bear and Fiddle of the town. 

O born in ſin, and forth in folly brought ! 225 
Works damn'd, or to be dam'd ! (your father's fault) 
Go, purify'd by flames aſcend the ſky, 

My better, and more chriſtian progeny ! 
Unſtain'd, untouch'd, and yet in maiden ſkeets ; 
While all your ſmutty Siſters walk the ftreets. 230 


Ve ſhall not daß like gratis-given Bland, 
4 4 


Sent with a Paſs, and vagrant thro” the land; 

Not ſail, with Ward, to Ape-and-monkey climes, 

Where vile Mundungus trucks for viler rhymes ; 

Not ſulphur-tipt, emblaze an Ale-houſe fire; 235 

Not wrap up Oranges, to pelt your ſi re! 

O! paſs more innocent, in infant ſtate, 

To the mild Limbo of our Father Tate: 

Or peaceably forgot, at once be bleſt 

In Shadwell's boſom with eternal Reſt ! 240 

Soon to that maſs of Nonſenſe to return, 

Where things deftroy'd are ſwept to things unborn; 
With that, a Tear (portentous ſign of Grace !) 

Stole from the Maſter of the ſev'nfold Face: 

And thrice he lifted high the Birth-day brand, 245 

And thrice he dropt it from his quiv'ring hand; 

Then lights the ſtructure with averted eyes: 

The rowling ſmokes involve the ſacrifice. 

The op'ning clouds diſcloſe each work by turns, 

Now flames the Cid, and now Perolla burns; 250 

Great Cæſar roars, and hiſſes in the fires ; 


King John in ſilence modeſtly expires ; 
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No merit now the dear Nonjuror claims, 

Moliere's old ſtubble in a moment flames. 

Tears guſh'd again, as from pale Priam's eyes 255 
When the laſt blaze ſent Illion to the ſkies, | 


Rowz'd by the light, old Dulneſs heav'd the head; 


Then ſnatch'd a ſheet of Thule from her bed, 

Sudden ſhe flies, and whelms it o'er the pyre ; 

Down fink the flames, and with a hiſs expire. 260 
Her ample preſence fills up all the place; 

A veil of fogs dilates her awful face : 

Great in her charms ' as when on Shrieves and May'rs 

She looks, and breathes herſe!f into their airs. 

She bids him wait her to her ſacred Dome : 265 

Well pleas'd he enter'd, and confeſs'd his home. 

So Spirits ending their terreſtrial race, 

Aſcend, and recognize their Native Place. 

This the Great Mother dearer held than all 

The clubs of Quidnuncs, or her own Guild hall: 278 

Here ſtood her Opium, here ſhe nurs'd her Owls, 

And here ſhe plann'd th' Imperial ſeat of Fools. 
Here to her Choſen all her works ſhe ſhews 


| Proſe ſwell'd to verſe, verſe loit'ring into proſe : 


How random thoughts now meaning chance to find, 275 
Now leave all memory of ſenſe behind: | 
How Prologues into Prefaces decay, 

And theſe to Notes are fritter'd quite away : 

How Index- learning turns no ſtudent pa'e, 


Yet holds the eel of ſcience by the tail : 280 
How, with leſs reading than makes felons ſcape, 


Leſs human genius than God gives an ape, 
Small thanks to France, and none to Rome or Greece, 
A paſt, vamp'd, future, old, reviv'd, new piece, 


TwixtPlautus, Fletcher, Shakeſpear, and Corneille, 285 | 


Can make a Cibber, Tibbald, or Ozell. 

The Goddeſs then, o'er his anointed head, 
With myſtic words, the ſacred Opium ſhed. 
And lo! her bird, (a monſter of a fowl, 
Something betwixt a Heideggre and owl.) 290 
Perch'd on his crown. All hail ! and hail again, 
My ſon ! the promis'd land expects thy reign. 
Know, Euſden thirſts no more for ſack or praiſe ; 
He ſleeps among the dull of ancient days ; 


Safe, 
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"= Safe, where no Critics damn, no duns moleſt, — * 

Where wretched Withers, Ward, and Gildon reſt, 

And high-born Howard, more majeſtic fire, 

With fool of Quality compleats the quire. 

„Thou Cibber! thou, his Laurel ſhalt ſupport, 

| Folly, my Son, has ſtill a Friend at Court. 300 

Lift up your Gates, ye Princes, ſee him come! 

Sound, ſound ye Viols, be the Cat-call dumb! _ 

2 Bring, bring the madding Bay, the drunken Vine; 

The creeping, dirty, courtly Ivy join. 

And thou! his Aid de camp, lead on my ſons, 305 

Light-arm'd with Points, Antitheſes, and Puns. 

Let Bawdry, Billingſgate, my Daughters dear, 

Support his front, and Oaths bring up the rear: 

And ander his, and under Archer's wing, 

Gaming and Grub-ftreet ſculk behind the King. 3 10 
O! when ſhall riſe a Monarch all our own, 

And I, a Nurſing- mother, rock the throne, 

Twixt Prince and People cloſe the Curtain draw, 

Shade him from Light, and cover him from Law; 

Flatten the Courtier, ſtarve the learned band, 315 

And ſickle Armies, and dry-nurſe the land : 

| Till Senates nod to Lullabies divine, 

And all be ſleep, as at one ode of thine. 


She ceas'd. Then ſwells the Chappel - royal throat; 
God fave king Cibber ! mounts in ev'ry note. 320 
Familar White's, God fave king Colley ! cries ; 
God ſave king Colley ! Drury-lane replies: 

To Needham's quick the voice triumphal rode, 

But pious Needham dropt the Name of God; 
Back to the Devil the laſt ecchoes roll, 1 
And Coll! each Butcher roars at Hockly hole. 

So when Jove's block deſcended from on high 
(As ſings thy great forefather Ogilby) 

Loud thunder to its bottom ſhook the bog, 
And the hoarſe nation croak'd God ſave King Log! 330 
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ARGUMENT. 
The King being proclaimed, the ſolemnity is graced 
doit publick _ and ſports of various Rinds 3 
not inſtituted by the Hero, as by AEneas in Virgil, 
ut for greater honour by the Goddeſs in per ſon (in 
like manner as the games Pythia Iſthmia, fc. were 
ancienly ſaid to be ordained by the Gods, and as 
Thetis herſ«lf appearing, according to Homer, Odyſſ. 
24. propoſed the prizes in honour of her Son Achilles.) 
Hither flock the Poets and Critics, attended, as is 
but juſt, with their Patrons and Bookſellers. The 
Goddeſs is firft pleaſed, for her diſport, to propoſe 
games to the Bookſellers, and ſetteth up the Phan- 
tom of a Poet, which they contend to overtake. The 
Races deſcribed, with their divers accidents. Next, 
the game for a Poeteſs, Then follow the Exerciſes 
for the Poets, of tickling, vociferating, diving : 
The firſt holds forth the arts and practices of De- 
dicators, the ſecond of Diſputants, and fuſtian Po- 
ets, the third of profound, dark, and dirty Party- 
writers. Laſily, for the Critics, the Goddeſs propo- 
ſes (with great propriety) an Exerciſe, not of their 
parts, but their patience, in hearing the works of 
two voluminous Authors, one in verſe, and the other 
in proſe, deliberately read without ſleeping : The 
4 various Effects of which, with the ſeveral degrees 
14 and manners of their operation, are here jet forth; 
"till the whole number, not of Critics only, but of 
1 © JpeHators, actors, and all preſent, fall faſt aſleep ; 
1  evhich uaturally and neceſſarily ends the games. 
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1 18 H on a gorgeous ſeat, that far out ſhone 
78 H Henley's gilt tub, or Fleckno's Triſh throne, 
Br that where on her Curls the Publick pours, 
All- bounteous, fragrant Grains and Golden ſhow'rs, 
Great Cibber ſate : The proud Parnaſlian ſneer, 5 
Phe conſcious ſimper, and the jealous leer, 
Mix on his look : All eyes direct their rays 
On him, and crowds turn Cox- combs as they gaze. 
His Peers ſhine round him with reflected grace, 
New edge their dulneſs, and new bronze their face. 10 
S8o from the Sun's broad beam, in ſhallow urns 
Heav'ns twinkling Sparks draw light and point their 
horns. | 5 
Not with more glee, by hands Pontific crown'd, 
With ſcarlet hats wide-waving circled round, 
Rome in her Capitol ſaw Querno fit, | 15 
Thron'd on ſev'n Hills, the Antichriſt of wit. 
2 And now the Queen, to glad her ſons, proclaims 
By herald Hawkers, high heroic Games. 
They ſummon all her Race: An endleſs band 
Pours forth, and leaves unpeopled half the land, 20 
A motely mixture! in long wigs, in bags, 
In filks in crapes, in Garters, and in rugs, 
From drawing rooms, from colleges, from garrets, 
On horſe, on foot, in hacks, in giided chariots : 
All who true Dunces in her cauſe appear'd, 25 
And all who knew thoſe Dunces to reward. 

Amid that area wide they took their ſtand, 
Where the tall may-pole once oer-look'd the Strand; 
But now (ſo AxxE and Piety ordain) 

A Church colleQs the ſaints of Drury-lane. 30 

With Authors, Stationers obey'd the call, 
(The field of glory is a field for all.) 

Glory, and gain, th'induſtrious tribe provoke z 

And gentle Dulneſs ever loves a joke. 
A Poet's form the plac'd before their eyes, 35 
And bad the nimbleſt racer ſeize the prize; 

No meagre, muſe- rid mope, aduſt and thin, 

In a dun night-gown of his own looſe ſkin ; 

But ſuch a bulk as no twelve bards could raiſe, 


Twelve ſtarv'ling bards of theſe degenerate days. 40 
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All as a partridge plump, full fed, and fair, 
She form'd this image of well · boͤdy'd air; 
With pert flat eyes ſhe window'd well its head; 
A brain of feathers, and a heart of lead ; =_ 
And empty words ſhe gave, and ſounding ſtrain, 45 
But ſenſeleſs, lifeleſs! idol void and vain ! | ; 
Never was daſh'd out, at one lucky hit, 

A fool, fo juſt a copy of a wit; - 

So like, that critics ſaid, and courtiers ſwore, 


* 

* 
F 

( 

4 
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A Wit it was, and cail'd the phantom More. 50 4 
All gaze with ardour : Some a poet's name, 3 


+ Others a ſword-knot and lac'd ſuit inflame. #8 
But lofty Lintot in the circle roſe : | 15 

« This prize is mine; who tempt it are my foes; 

With me began this genius, and ſhall end.“ 

He ſpoke : and who with Lintot ſhall contend ? 

Fear held them mute. Alone, untzught to fear, 

Stood dauntleſs Curl; Behold that rival here! 

6 The race by vigour, not by vaunts is won; | 

“ So take the hindmoſt, Hell.“ He ſaid, and run.60 

Swift as a bard the bailiff leaves behind.“ 

He left huge Lintot, and out-ftrip'd the wind. 

As when a dab-chick waddles thro' the copſe 

On feet and wings, and flies and wades, and hops ; 

So lab'ring on, with ſhoulders, hands and head, 6g 

Wide as a wind-mill all his figures ſpread, 

With arms expanded Bernard rows his ſtate, 

And left-legg'd Jacob ſeems to emulate. 

Fall in the middle way there ſtood a lake, 3 

Which Curl's Corinna chanc'd that morn to make: 70 { 

(Such was her wont, at early dawn to drop 

Her evening cates before his neighbour's ſhop, _ 

Here fortun'd Curl to ſlide ; loud ſhout the band, 

And Bernard! Bernard! rings thro' all the Strand. 

Obſcene with filth the miſcreant lies bewray'd, 75 

Faln in the plaſh his wickedneſs had laid: 

Then firſt (if Poets aught of truth declare) 

ins caitiff Vaticide conceiv'd a pray”r. 

ear Jove ! whoſe nawe my bards and I adore, 

As much at leaſt as any God's, or more; 80 

And him and his, if more devetien warms, 

Down with the Bible, up with the Pope's Arms. 
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A place there is, betwixt earth, air, and ſeas, 


Where, from Ambroſia, Jove retires for eaſe. 


WY Forth from the heap ſhe pick d herVot'ry's pray'r, 95. 


Pulneſs, good Queen, repeats the jeſt again. 


There in his ſeat two ſpacious vents appear, 8g 
F 7 And hears the various vows of fond mankind ; 
Some beg an eaſtern, ſome a weſtern wind: 

All vain petitions, mounting to the ſky, 

With reams abundant this abode ſupply; 90 


On this he fits, to that he leans his ear, 


Amus'd he reads, and then returns the Bills 
Sign'd with that Ichor which from Gods diſtills. 
In office here fair Cloacina ſtands, 


1 


And miniſters to Jove with pureſt hands, * 
And plac'd it next him, a diſtinQion rare! 

Oft had the Goddeſs heard her ſervant's call, 

From her black grottos near the Temple-wall, 
Liſt'ning delighted to the jeſt unclean 


Of link-boys vile, and watermen obſcene ; 100 


Where as he fiſh'd her nether realms for Wit, 
She oft had favourd him, and favours yet. 
Renew'd by ordure's ſympathetic force, 

As oil'd with magic juices for the courſe, 
Vig'rous he riſes ; from th' effluvia ſtrong 1o 
Imbibes ne life, and ſcours and ſtinks along; 

Re; paſſes Lintot, vindicates the race, 

Nor heeds the brown diſhonours of his face. 

And how the victor ſtretch'd his eager hand 
Where the tall Nothing ſtood, or ſeem'd to ſtand; 116 
A ſhapeleſs ſhade, it melted from his ſight, 

Like forms in clouds, or viſions of the night. 

To ſeize his Papers, Curl, was next thy care ; 
His papers light, fly diverſe, toſt in air ; 

Songs, ſonnets, epigrams the winds uplift, 11 


Z 


And whiſk 'm back to Evans, Young and Swift. 


Th' embroider'd ſuit at leaſt he deem'd his prey; 

That ſuit an unpay'd taylor ſnatch'd away, 

No rag, no ſcrap, of all the beau, or wit, | 

That once ſo flutter'd, and that once ſo writ. 120 
Heav'n rings with laughter: Of the laughter vain, 


Three 
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'Three wicked imps, of her own Grubſtreet choir, 
She deck'd like Congreve, Addiſon, and Prior ; 
Mears, Warner, Wilkins run: delufive thought ! 125 
Breval, Bond, Beſaleel, the varlets caught. 
Curl ſtretches after Gay, but Gay is gone, 
He graſps an empty Joſeph for a John: 
So Proteus hunted in a nobler ſhape, 
Became, when ſeiz'd, a puppy, or an ape. 130 
To him the Goddeſs : Son ! thy grief lay down, 
And turn this whole illuſion on the town: 
As the ſage dame, experienc'd in her trade, 
By names of Toaſts retails each batter'd jade; 
Whence hapleſs Monſieur much complains at Paris 135 
Of wrongs from Dutcheſſes and Lady Maries;) 
Be thine, my ſtationer ! this magic gift; 
Cook ſhall be Prior, aud Concanen, Swift: 
So ſhall each hoſtile name become our own, | 
And we too boaſt our Garth ond Addiſon. 140 
With. that ſhe gave him (piteovs of his caſe, 
Yet ſmiling at his rueful length of face) 
A ſhaggy Tap'ſtry, worthy to be ſpread 
On Codrus' old, or Dunton's modern bed; 
Inſtretive work! whoſe wry-mouth'd portraiture 145 
Diſplay'd the fates her confeſſors endure. 
Earleſs on high, ſtood unbaſh'd De Foe, 
And Tutchin flagrant from the ſcourge below. 
There Ridpath, Roper, cudgell'd might ye view, 
The very worſted ſtill look'd black and blue, 150 
Himſelf among the flory'd chiefs he ſpies, 
As from the blanket high in air he flies, 
And oh! (he cry'c) what ſtreet, what lane but knows, 
Our purgings, pumpings, blankettings and blows ? 
In ev'ry loom our labours ſhall be ſeen, 155 
And the freſh vomit run for ever green! 
See in the circle next, Eliza plac'd, 
Two babes of love cloſe clinging to her waiſt ; 
Fair as before her works {he ſtands confeſs'd, | 
In flow'rs and pearls by bounteous Kirkall dreſs'd. 160 
The Goddeſs then: Who beſt can ſend on high 
The ſalient ſpout, far- ſtreaming to the ſky; 
« His be yon Juno of majeſtic — 


«© With cow-like udders, and with ox- like eyes. 
| «© This 
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% This China Jordan let the chief o'ercome 165 
„ Repleniſh, not ingloriouſly, at home.“ 

Oſborne and Curl accept the glorious ſtrife, 
| (Tho! this his Son diſſuades, and that his Wife.) 
One on his manly confidence relies, 


One on his vigour and ſuperior ſize, 170 


Firſt Oſborne lean'd againſt his letter'd poſt ; 

Tt roſe, and labour'd to a curve at molt. 

So Jove's bright bow diſplays its wat'ry round, 

(Sure ſign, that no ſpeQator ſhall be drown'd) 

A ſecond effort brought but new diſgrace, 175 
'The wild meander waſh'd the Artiſt's face : 

Thus the ſmall jett, which haſty hands unlock, 
Spirits in the gard'ner's eyes who turns the cock. 
Not fo from ſhameleſs Curl; impetuous ſpread 

The ſtream, and ſmoking flouriſh'd o'er his head. 180 
So (fam'd like thee for turbulence and horns) 
Eridanus his humble fountain ſcorns ; 

Thro' half the heav'ns he pours th' exalted urn; 
His rapid waters in their paſſage burn. 

Swift as it mounts, all follow with their eyes: 185 
Still happy Impudence obtains the prize. | 
Thou triumph'ſt, Victor of the high-wrought day, 
And the pleas'd dame, fſoft-ſmiling, lead'ſt away. 
Oſborne, thro' perfect modeſty o'ercome, 

Crown'd with the Jordan, walks contented home. 190 

But now for Author's nobler palms remain ; 
Room for my Lord ! three jockeys in his train ; 

Six huntſmen with a ſhout precede his chair : 

He grins, and looks broad nonſenſe with a ſtare, 
His Honour's meaning Dulneſs thus expreſt, 195 
He wins this Patron, who can tickle beſt.“ 

He chinks his purſe, and takes his ſeat of ſtate: 
With ready quills the Dedicators wait; 

Now at his head the dextrous taſk commence, 
And, inſtant, fancy feels th' imputed ſenſe; 200 
Now gentle touches wanton o'er his face, 

He ftruts Adonis, and affects grimace . 

Rolli the feather to his ear conveys, 

Then his nice taſte directs our Qperas : 

Bentley his mouth with claſſic flatt'ry opes, 205 
And the paff'd orator burſts out in tropes. 
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ne Welſted moſt the Poet's healing balm 
trives to extract from his ſoft, giving palm; 
Unlucky Welſted! thy unfeeling maſter, 
The more thou tickleſt, grips his fiſt the faſter. 210 
While thus each hand promotes the pleaſing pain, 
And quick ſenſations ſkip from vein to vein ; | 
A youth unknown to Phoebus, in deſpair, 
Puts his laſt refuge all in heav'n and pray”r. 
What force have pious vows! The Queen of Love 215 
His Siſter ſends, her vot'reſs, from above. 
As taught by Venus, Paris learnt the Art 
o touch Achilles' only tender part; 
Secure, thro' her, the noble prize to carry, 
He marches off, his Grace's Secretary. 220 
Now turn to diff rent ſports (the Goddeſs cries) 
And learn, my ſons, the wond'rous pow'r of Noiſe. 
Io move, to raiſe, to raviſh ev'ry heart, 
With Shakeſpear's nature, or with Johnſon's art' 
Let others aim: Tis yours to ſhake the foul 225 
With Thunder rumbling from the muſtard bowl, 
With horns and trumpets now to madneſs ſwell, 
Now fink in ſorrows with a tolling bell; 
Such happy arts attention can command, 
When fancy flags, and ſenſe is at a ſtand. 230 
Improve we theſe. Three Cat-calls be the bribe 
Of him, whoſe chatt'ring ſnames the Monkey tribe: 
And his this Drum, whoſe Loarſe heroic baſe 
Drowns the loud clarion of the braying Aſs. 
Now thouſand tongues are heard in one loud din: 23; 
The Monkey-mimics ruſh diſcordant in ; 
Twas chatt'ring, grinning, mouthing, jabb'ring all, 
And Noiſe and Norton, Brangling and Breval, 
Dennis and Diſſonance, and captious Art, 
And Snip-ſnap ſhort, and Interruption fmart, 240 
And Demonſtration thin! and Theſes thick, 
And Major, Minor, and Concluſion quick. 
Hold (cry*d the Queen) a Cat-call each ſhall win 
Equal your Merits ! equal is your din ! 
But that this well-diſputed game may end, 245 
Sound forth my Brayers, and the welkin rend. ' 
As when the long-ear'd milky mothers wait 
At ſome ſick miſer's triple-bolted gate, 
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; For their defrauded, abſent foals they make 

A moan ſo loud, that all the guild awake; 250 
| Sore ſighs fir Gilbert, ftarting at the bray, 

From dreams of millions, and three groats to pay. 
So ſwells each wind- pipe; Aſs. intones to Aſs, 
Harmonic twang ! of leather, horn, or brafs ; 

Such as from lab'ring lungs th' Enthuſiaſt blows, 255 
High Sound, attemp'red to the vocal noſe ; 

Or ſuch as bellow from the deep Divine ; 
There Webſter! peal'd thy voice, and Whitfield! thine. 
hut far o'er all, ſonorous Blackmore's ſtrain ; 
> Walls, ſteeples, ſkies, bray back to him again. 269 

In Tot'nam fields, the brethren, with amaze, 

Prick all their ears up, and forgot to graze 

Long Chanc'ry-lane retentive rolls the ſound, 

And courts to courts return it round and round ; 
Thames wafts it thence to Rufus roaring hall, 265 

And hungerford re-echoes bawl for bawl. 

All hail him victor in both gifts of ſong, 
> Who ſings ſo loudly, and who ſings ſo long. 

x This labour paſt, by Bridewell all defcend, 

(As morning pray'r, and flagellation end) 270 
To where Fleet ditch with diſemboguing ſtreams 
Rolls the large tribute of dead dogs to Thames, 
The King of dykes! than whom no ſluice of mud 
With deeper ſable blots the ſilver flood. 
«« Here ſtrip, my children ! here at once leap in, 275 
'Y „Here prove who heſt can daſh thro” thick and thin, 
« And who the moſt in love of dirt excel, 
* Ordark dexterity of groping well. 

« Who flings molt filth, and wide pollutes around 
The ftream, be his the Weekly Journals bound, 280 
A pig of lead to him who dives the beſt ; 

« A peck of coals a-picce ſhall glad the reſt.“ 

In naked majeſty Oldmixon ſtands, a 
And Milo. like {urveys his arms and hands; 1 
Then ſighing, thus, © And am I now three-ſcore? 280 ? 
« Ah why, ye God!] ſhould two and two make four?”? i 


He faid, and clim'd a ſtranded lighter's height, 

Shot to the black abyſs, and plung'd down-right, 

The Senior's judgment all the crowd admire, 

Who but to ſink the deeper, roſe the higher, 290 
E131 _ ox. 
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Next Smedley div'd; ſlow cireles dimpled o'er 
'The quaking mud, that clos'd, - and op'd no more. 
All look, all figh, and call on Smedley loſt ; 
Smedley in vain reſounds thro? all the coaſt, 

Then “ eflay'd ; ſcarce vaniſh'd out of fight, 295 
He buoys up- inſtant, and returns to light: 


He bears no token of the ſabler ſtreams, 


And mounts far off among the Swans of Thames. 
True to the bottom, ſee Concanen creep, 


A cold, long-winded, native of the deep: 300 


If perſeverance gain the Diver's prize, 

Not everlafting Blackmore this denies : 

No noiſe, no ſtir, no motion can'ſt thou make, 

Th' unconſcious ſtream ſleeps o'er thee like a lake. 
Next plung'd a feeble, but a deſp'rate pack, 305 

With each a ſickly brother at his back: 

Sons of a Day ! juſt buoyant on the flood, 

Then number'd with the puppies in the mud. 

Aſk ye their names ? I could as ſoon diſcloſe 

The names of theſe blind puppies as of, thoſe. 310 

Faſt by, like Niobe (her children gone) 

Sits Mother Oſborne, ſtupify'd to ſtone ! 


And Monumental Braſs this record bears, 


„ 'Theſe are, —ah no! theſe were, the Gazetteers !'? 
Not ſo bold Arnall ; with a weight of ſkull, 315 

Furious he dives, precipitately dull. | 

Whirlpools and Storms his circling arm inveſt, 

With all the might of gravitation bleſt. 

No crab more active in the dirty dance, 

Downward to climb, and backward to advance. 320 

He brings up half the bottom on his head, 

And loudly claims the Journals and the Lead. 

The plunging Prelate, and his pond'rous Grace, 

With holy envy gave one Lay-man place. 

When lo! a burſt of thunder ſhook the flood. 323 

Slow roſe a form, in majeſty of Mud; | 

Shaking the Horrors of his ſable brows, 

And each ferocious feature grim with ooze. 

Greater he looks, and more than mortal itares : 

Then thus the wonders of the deep declares. 4330 

Firit he relates, how finking to the chin, 
Smit wich his mien, the Mud-nymphs ſuck'd him in: 
| How 
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How young Lutetia, ſofter than the down, 
Nigrina black, and Merdamante brown, | 
Vy'd for his love in jetty bow'rs below, 335 
As Hylas fair was raviſh'd long ago. 

Then ſung, how ſhown him by the Nut brown maids 
A branch of Styx here riſes from the Shades, 

That tinctur'd as it runs with Lethe's ftrewms:, 

And wafting Vapours from the Land of drenms, 340 
(As under ſeas Alphæus' ſecret ſluice | 

Bears Piſa's off rings to his Arthc ſue) 

Pours into Thames: and hence the ming'ed wave 
Intoxicates the pert, and Juils the grave : f 
Here briſkes vapours o'er the Temple creep, 345 
There, all from Paul's to Aldgate drink and ſleep. 

Thence to the banks where rev'rend Bards repoſe, 

They led him ſoft ; each rev'rend Bard aroſe ; 

And Milbourn chief, deputed by the reſt, 

Gave him the ce ſſock, ſurcingle and veſt, 350 
Receive (he ſaid) theſe robes which once were mine, 

« Dulneſs is ſacred in a ſound divine.“ 

He ceas'd, and ſpread the robe; the crowd conteſs 
The rev'rend Flamen in his lengthen'd dreſs. 
Around him wide a ſable Army ſtand, 

A low- born, cell - bred, ſelfiſh, ſervile band, 
Prompt or to guard or ſtab, to ſaint or damn, 
Heav'n's Swiſs, who fight for any God, or Man. 

Thro' Lud's fam'd gates, along the well-known fleet 
Rolls the black troop, and overſhades the ſtreet, 360 
Till ſhow'rs of Sermons, Characters, Eſſays, 

In circling fleeces whiten all the ways : 
So clouds raplenith'd from ſome bog below, 
Mount in dark volumes, and deſcend in ſnow. 
Here ftopt the Goddeſs ; and in pomp proclaims 365 
A gentler exerciſe to cloſe the games. | 

«© Ye Critics! in whoſe heads, as equal ſcales, 
J weigh what author's heavineis prevails ; 
«© Which moſt conduce to ſooth the ſoul in ſlumbers, 
« MyH—ley's periods, or my Blackmore's numbers; 370 
Attend the trial we propoſe to make: 
«« If there be man, who o'er ſuch works can wake, 
« Sleep's all- ſubduing charms who dares defy, 
And boaſts Ulyſſes' ear with Argue eye; 
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« To him we grant our ampleſt pow'rs to fit 375 
« Judge of all preſent, paſt, and future wit; 


„To cavil, cenſure, dictate, right or wrong, 


Ful and eternal priviledge of Tongue.“ 

Three ollegeSophs, and three pert Templars came, 
The ſame their talents, and their taſtes the ſame ; 380 
Each prompt to query, anſwer, and debate, 


And ſmit with love of poeſy and prate. 


The pond'rous books two gentle readers bring ; 

The heroes ſit, the vulgar form a ring. 

The clam'rous crowd is huſh'd with mugs of Mum, 385 
Till all tun'd equal, ſend a gen'ral hum. 

Then mount the Clerks, and in one lazy tone 

Thro' the long, heavy, painful page drawl on; 

Soft creeping, words on words, the ſenſe compoſe, 

At ev'ry line they ſtretch, they yawn, they doze. 390 
As to ſoft gales top-heavy pines bow low 

Their heads, and lift them as they ceaſe to blow: 


Thus oft they rear, and oſt the head decline, 


As breathe, or pauſe, by fits, the airs divine. 

And now to this ſide, now to that they nod, 395 
As verſe, or proſe, infuſe the drowzy God, 
Thrice Bodgel aim'd to ſpeak, but thrice ſuppreſt 

By potent Arthur, knock'd his chin and breaſt. 
Toland and Tindal, prompt at prieſts to jeer, 

Yet ſilent bow'd to Chriſt's No kingdom here. 400 
Who fate the neareſt, by the words o'ercome, 

Slept firſt ; the diſtant nodded to the hum. 

Then down are roll'd the books; ſtretch'd o'er em lies 
Each gentle clerk, and mutt'ring ſeals his eyes. 
As what a Dutchman plumps into the lakes, 405 
One circle firſt, and then a ſecond makes ; 

W hat Dulneſs dropt among her ſons impreſt 

Like motion from one circle to the reſt; 

So from the mid-moſt the nutation ſpreads 

Round and more round, o'er all the ſea of heads. 410 
At la& Centlivre felt her voice to fail, 

Motteux himſelf unfiniſh'd left his tale, 

Boyer the State, and Law the Stage gave o'er, 
Morgan and Mandevil could prate no more ; 


Norton, from Daniel and Oſtrœa ſprung, 415 
Bleſs'd with his father's front, and mother's tongue, 
| Hung 
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Hung ſilent down his never-bluſhing head; 
And all was huſh'd, as Folly's ſelf lay dead. 

Thus the ſoft gifts of Sleep conclude the day, 
And ſtretch'd on bulks, as uſual, Poets lay. 420 
Why ſhould I fing what bards- the nightly Muſe 
Did flumb'ring viſit, and convey to ſtews ; 
Who prouder march'd, with magiſtrates in ſtate, 
To ſome fam'd round-houle ever open gate 
How Henley lay in ſpir'd beſide a tink, 425 
And to mere mortals ſeem'd a Prieſt in drink: 
While others, timely, to the neighb'ring Fleet 
(Haunt of the Muſes) made their ſafe retreat, 
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ARGUMENT | 
After the other perſons are diſpoſed in their proper pla 1 
ces of reft, the Goddeſs tranſports the King to ber 
Temple, and there lays him to ſlumber with his head f 
en her lap; a poſition of marvellous virtue, which 
cauſes all the Viſions of wild enthuſiaſts, projectors, 
politicians, inamoratos, caſile-builders, chemiſts, and 
poets. He is immediately carried on the wings of 
Fancy, and led by a mad Poetical Sibyl, to the Ely- 
fian ſhade ; where, en the banks of Leythe, the 
fouls of the dull are dipped by Bavius, before their 
entrance into this world. There he is met by the 
ghoſt of Settle, and by him made acquainted with 
the wonders of the place, and with thoſe which he | 
himſelf is deſtin'd to perform. He takes him to a 1 
Mount of Viſion, from whence he ſhews him the 
paſt triumphs of the Empire of Dulneſs, then the 
preſent, and laſtly the future: how ſmall a part of 
the world was ever conquered by Science, how ſoon 
thoſe congueſts were ſtopped, and thoſe very nations 
+ again reduced to her dominion. Then diflinguiſhing 
14 the Mand of Great Britain, ſhews by what aids, 
1 by what perſons, and by what degrees it ſhall be 
I brought to her Empire. Some of the perſons he cau- 
1: es to paſs in review before his eyes, deſcribing each 
* by his proper figure, character, and qualifications. 
| 17 On a ſudden the Scene ſhifts, and a vaſt numher 
. of miracles and prodigies appear, utterly ſurprixing 
E and unknown to the King himſelf, till they are ex- 
5 plained ta be the wonders of his own reign now 
Ul rommencing. On this Subject Settle breaks into a 
1 | congratulation, 


Book III. The DUNCIAD. 23 


congratulation, yet not unmixed with concern, that 
his own times were but the types of theſe. He pro- 
phefies how ſiiſt the nation fall be over-run with 
Farces, Operas, and Shows; how the throne of 
Dulneſs ſhall be advanced over the Theatres, and 
ſet up even at Court: then how her Sons ſhall pre- 
fide in the ſears of Arts and Sciences: giving @ 
glimpſe, or Piſgagh-fight of the future Fulneſs of 
her Glory, the accompliſhment whereof is the ſubj ect 
of the fourth and laſt book. 


UT in her Temple's laſt receſs inclos'd, 

On Dulneſs' lap th' Anointed head repos'd. 
Him cloſe ſhe curtains round with vapours blue, 
And ſoft beſprinkles with Cimmerian dew. 

Then raptures high the ſeat of Senſe o'erflow, 5 


Which only heads refin'd from Reaſon know. 


Hence, from the ſtraw, where Bedlam's Prophet nods, 
He hears loud Oracles, and talks with Gods: 
Hence the Fool's Paradiſe, the Stateſman's Scheme, 
The air- built Caſtle, and the golden Dream, 10 
The maid's romantic wiſn, the Chemiſt's flame, 
And Poet's viſion of eternal Fame. 

And now, on Fancy's eaſy wing convey'd, 
The King deſcending, views th' Elyſian Shade. 
A flip ſhod Sibyl led his ſteps along, 15 
In lofty madneſs meditating ſong; 
Her treſſes ſtaring from Poetic dreams, 


And never waſh'd, but in Caſtalia's ſtreams. 
Taylor, their better Charon, lends an oar, 


(Once ſwan of Thames, tho? now he ſings no more.) 20 


| Benlowes, propitious {till to blockheads, bows 


And Shadwell nods the Poppy on his brows. 

Here, in, a duſky vale where Lethe rolls, 

Old Bavius fits to dip poetic ſouls, 

Ard blunt the ſenſe, and fit it for a fkull 25 
Of ſolid proof, impenetrably dull : 2 

Inſtant, when dipt, away they wing their flight, 


Where Brown and Mears unbar the gates of Light, 


Demand new bodies, and in Calf's array, 


Ruſh to the world, impatient for the day. 30 


Million 
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Millions and millions on theſe banks he views, 
Thick as the ſtars of night, or morning dews 

As thick as bees o'er vernal bloſſoms fly, 

As thick as eggs at Ward in Pillory. 

Wond'ring he gaz d: When lo! a Sage appears, 35 
By his broad ſhoulders known, and.length of ears, 
Known by the band and ſuit which Settle wore 
(His only ſuit) for twice three years before; 

All as the veſt, appear'd the wearer's frame, 

Old in new ſtate, another yet the ſame. 40 
Bland and. familiar as in life, begun, 

Thus the great Father, to the greater Son. 

Oh born to ſee what none can ſee awake! 

Behold the wonders of th' oblivious Lake. 
Thou, yet unborn, haſt touch'd this ſacred ſhore ; 45 
The band of Bavius drench'd thee o'er and o'er, 

But blind to former as to future fate, 

What mortal knows his pre- exiſtent ſtate ? 

Who knows how long thy tranſmigrating ſoul 

Might from Bœotian to Bœotian roll ? | 2 
How many Dutchmen ſhe vouchſaf'd to thrid ? 

How many ſtages thro' old Monks ſhe rid? 

And all who fince, in mild benighted days, 

Mix'd the OwP's ivy, with the Poet's bays. | 
As man's Meanders :0 the vital ſpring 55 
Roll all their tides, then back their circles bring; 
Or whirligigs, twirl'd round by ſkilful ſwain, 
Suck the thread in, then yield it out again: 

All nonſenſe thus, of old or modern date, 

Shall in chee centre, from thee circulate, 69 
For this our Queen unfolds to viſion true 

Thy mental eye, for thou haſt much to view: 

Old ſcenes of glory, times long caſt behind 

Shall, firſt recall'd, ruſh forward to thy mind: 

Then ſtretch thy fight o'er all her riſing reign, 

And let the paſt and future fire thy brain, 

Aſcend this hill, whoſe cloudy point commands 
Her boundleſs empire over ſeas and lands. 

See, round the Poles where keener ſpangles ſhine, 70 
Where ſpices ſmoke beneath the burning Line, 
(Earth's wide extremes) her ſable flag diſplay'd, 
And all the nations cover d in her ſhade! 


Far 
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Far eaſtward caſt thine eye, from whence the Sun 
And orient Science their bright courſe begun: 
One god-like Monarch all that pride confounds, 75 
| He, whoſe long wall the wand' ring Tartar bounds g 
7 Heav'ns! what a pile! whole ages periſh there, 
And one bright blaze turns Learning into air. 
Thence to the ſouth extend thy gladden'd eyes; 
There rival flames with equal glory riſe, 280 
From ſhelves to ſhelves ſee greedy Vulcan roll, | 
And lick up all their Phyfick of the Soul. 
How little, mark ! that portion of the ball, 
Where, faint at beſt, the beams of Science fal: 
Soon as they dawn, from Hyperborean ſkies 8g 
Embody*'d dark, what clouds of Vandals riſe ! 
Lo! Lo! where Mzotis ſleeps, and hardly flows 
The freezing Tanais thro' a waſte of ſnows, - 
The North by miriads pours her mighty ſons, 
Great nurſe of Goths, of Alans, and of Huns! 
See Alaric's ſtern port! the martial frame 96 
Of Genſeric ! and Attila's dread name! : 
See the bold Oſtrogoths on Latium fall; 
See the fierce Viſigoths on Spain and Gaul ! © 
See, where the morning gilds the palmy ſhore 95 5 
(The ſoil that arts and infant letters bore)  ** * 
His conqu'ring tribes th' Arabian prophet draws, 
And ſaving Ignorance enthrones by Laws. 
See Chriſtians, Jews, one heavy ſabbath keep, 
And all the weſtern world believe and ſleep. + 10s. 
Lo ]. Rome herſelf, proud miſtreſs now no more 
Of arts, but thund'ring againſt heathen lore ; 
Her grey-hair'd Synods damning books unread, 
And Bacon trembling for his brazen head. 
Padua, with ſighs, beholds her Livy burn, 105 
And ev'n th'Antipodes Vigilius mourn. 8 
See, the Cirque falls, th' unpillar'd Temple nods, 
Streets pav'd with Heroes, Tyber choak'd with Gods: 
Till Peter's keys ſome chriſt'ned Jove adorn, 
And Pan to Moſes lends his pagan horn; 
See. graceleſs Venus to a Virgin turn'd, 
Or Phidias broken, and Appelles burn'd. 
Behold yon Ifle, by Patmers, Pilgrims trod, 
Men bearded, bald, cow!'d, ungowl'd, ſhod, unſhod, 
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Peel'd, patch'd, and pyebald,linſey-wolſey brothers, 119 
Grave Mummers ! ſleeveleſs ſome, and ſhirtleſs others. 
That once was Britain — Happy! had ſhe ſeen 
No fiercer ſons, had Eaſter never been. 8 
In peace, great Goddeſs , ever be ador'd; 'Þ 
How keen the war, if Dulneſs draw the ſword! 120 
Thus viſit not thy own ! on. this bleſt age 1 
Oh ſpread thy Influence, but reſtrain thy Rage. 
And ſee, my ſon ! the hour is on its way, ö 
That lifts our Goddeſs to imperial ſway; | 
This fav'rite Ille, long fever'd from her reign, 125 
Dove-like, ſhe gathers to her wings again. 
Nov look thro' Fate ! behold the ſcene ſhe draws! 
What aids, what armies to aſſert her cauſe ! 
See all her progeny, illuſtrious ſight! . 
Behold, and count them, as they riſe to light. 130 
As Berecynthia, while her offspring vye 
In homage to the Mother of the ſky, _ 
Surveys around her, in the bleſt abode, 
An hundred ſons, and ev'ry ſon a God: 55 
Not with leſs glory mighty Dulneſs crown'd, 135 
Shall rake thro Grub ſtreet her triumphant round; 
And ber Parnaſſus glancing Oder at once, : 

hold an -hundred ſons and each a Dunce. i 

Mark firſt that Vouth who takes the foremoſt place, 
And thruſts his perſon full into your face. 140 
With all thy Father's virtues bleſt, be born! 

And a new Cibber ſhall the tage adorn. 

© A ſecond ſee, by meeker manners known, 

And modeſt as the maid that ſips alone; 145 
From the ſtrong Fate of drams if thou get free, 
Another Durfey, Ward ! ſhall ſing in thee. | 
Thee ſhall each Ale-houſe, thee each gill-houſe mourn, 
And anſw'ring gin-ſhops ſowrer ſighs return. 

Jacob, the ſcourge of Grammar, mark with awe, 
Nor leſs revere him, blunderbufs of Law. 150 
Lo P—p—le's brow, tremendous to the town, 
Horneck's fierce eye, and Roome's funereal Frown. 
Lo ſneering Goode, half malice and half whim, 

A Fiend in glee ridiculouſly. grim. | 


_—_— — — 
. —— — — * — 
1 1 


* CR > 
> — 4 4 * 
— — 8 oy 2 a, A. : p J 
« — . nn * 1 "IS 
rs 5 os 41 — a — _ * *% * 


* 
1 5 p : » 26'S amy — 
4 "> 2 ” $ = © 8 as” RI —_— 1 i - — 
8 « wy. 5 x - os q » po — d 5 2 * 
— — 8 - - . - — 29 * 1 ; ? — p o : SAX - 2 2 2 s " 
way > . 5 N * 0 — 2 K "4 > & « L Sw Fey 8 2 7 — +> "re 82 Cs . 
. — n * - | - N F 4 , _ __ OE IE ND FO u | < YI" E N r D 
* * „ K q 4 1 7 K * * 5 — n of 3 wt y A 3 . I * by A ws % 7 47 
* 540" 20 oe " * 7 9 L was * * « —_ * 5 Sar i." aw. 

N . ws — * | Re . 2 — 


Kr REI 


„n 
3 — — = 


- rr 
„ doom mer 


— . oo EH 


1 Each Cygnet ſweet of Bath and Funbridge race, 155 
18; Wheſe tune ful whiſtling makes the Water paſs oy 
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Each Songſter, Riddler, ev'ry nameleſs name, 
All crowd, who foremoſt ſhall be damn'd to Fame. 
Some ſtrain in rhyme ; the Muſes, on their racks, 
Scream like the winding of ten thouſand jacks : 160 
Some free from rhyme or reaſon, rule or check, | 
Break Priſcian's head, and Pegaſus's neck; 
Down, down they larum, with impetuous whirl, 
The Pindars, and the Miltons of a Curl. | 
Silence, ye Wolves! while Ralph toCynthia howls, 165 
And makes Night hideous — Anſwer him, ye Owls ! 
Senſe, ſpeech, and meaſure, living tongus and dead, 
Let all give way—and Morris may be read. 
Flow Welſted, flow ! like thine inſpirer, Beer, 
Tho' ſtale, not ripe; tho? thin, yet never clear; 170 
So ſweetly mawkiſh, and fo ſmoothly dull; 
Heady, not ſtrong ; o'erflowing, tho? not full. 
Ah Dennis! Gildon ah! what ill'ſtarr'd rage 
Divides a friendſhip long confirm'd by age? 
Blockheads with reaſon wicked wits abhor, 175 
But fool with fool is barb'rous civil war. 
Embrace, embrace my ſons ! be foes no more! 
Nor glad vile Poets with true Critcs gore. 
Behold yon Pair in ſtrict embraces join'd # 
How like in manners, and how like in mind! 189 
Equal in wit, and equally polite, _ 
Shall this a Paſquin, that a Grumbler write ; 
Like are their Merits, like rewards they ſhare, 
That ſhines a Conſul, this Commiſſioner, = 
But who is he, in cloſet cloſe y-pent, 1185 
“Of ſober face, with learned duſt beſprent? 
Right well mine eyes arede the myſter wight, 
On parthment ſcraps y-fed, and Wormius hight. 
To future ages may thy dulneſs laſt, = 
As thou preſerv'ſt the dulneſs of the paſt! 190. 
There, dim in clouds, the poring Scholiaſts mark, 
Wits, who like owls, ſee only in the dark, 
A Lumberhouſe of books. in ev'ry head, 
For ever reading, never to be read! 
But, where each Science lifts its modern type, 195 
Eliſt' ry her Pot, Divinity her Pipe, 
While proud Philoſophy repines to ſhow, 
Diſhoneſt ſight ! his breeches rent below: D 
D 2 Im- 
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Imbrown'd with native bronze, lo ! Henley ſtands, 
Tuning his voice, and balancing his hands. 200 
How fluent nonſenſe trickles from his tongue ! 
How ſweet the perieds, neither ſaid, nor ſung ! 
Still break the benches, Henley! with thy ſtrain, 
While Sherlock, Hare, and Gibſon preach in vain. 


Oh great Reſtorer of the good old Stage, 205 


Preacher at once, and Zany of thy age 
Oh worthy thou! of Egypt's wiſe abodes, 
A decent prieſt, where monkeys were the God's ! 
But fate with butchers, plac'd, thy prieſtly ſtall, 
Meek modern faith to murder, hack and mawl ; 216 
And bade thee live, to crown Britannia's praiſe, 
In Taland*s, Tindal's, and in Woolſton's days. 
Vet oh, my ſons! a father's words attend: 
{So may the fates preſerve the ears you lend) 
?Tis yours, a Bacon or a Locke to blame, 213 
A Newton's genius, or a Milton's flame: 
But oh! with One, immortal one diſpenſe, 
The ſource of Newton's Light, of Bacon's Senſe! 
Content, each Emanation of his fires 
That beams on earth, each Virtue he inſpires, 229 
Each Art he prompts, each Charm he can create, 
Whate'er he gives, are giv'n for you to hate. 
Perſiſt, by all divine in Man unaw'd, 
But, Learn, ye Duxces ! not to ſcorn your Gop.“ 
'Thus he, for then a ray of Reaſon ſtole 225 
Half thro' the ſolid darkneſs of his ſoul; 
But ſoon the cloud return'd — and thus the Sire: 
See now, what Dulneſs and her ſons admire ! 
See what the charms, that ſmite the ſimple heart. 


Not touch'd by Nature, and not reach'd by Art. 230 


His never-bluſhing head he turn'd afide, 

{Not half ſo pleas'd when Goodman propheſy'd) 
And look'd, and ſaw a ſable Sorc'rer riſe, 
Swift to whoſe hand a winged volume flies: 
All ſudden, Gorgeous hiſs, and Dragons glare, 235 
And ten-horn'd fiends and Giants ruſh to war, 
Hell riſes, Heav'n deſcends, and dance on Earth: 
Gods, imps, and monſters, muſic, rage, and mirth, 
A fire, a jigg, a battle, and a ball, 
_Till one wide conflagration ſwallows all. 240 

| Thence 
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Thence a new world to Nature's laws unknown, 
Breaks out refulgent, with a heav'n ite own: 70 
Another Cynthia her new journey runs, 

And other planets circle other ſuns. | 
The foreſts dance, the rivers upward riſe, 245 
Whales ſport in woods, and dolphins in the ſkies ;: 
And laſt, to give the whole creation grace, 

Lo! one vaſt Egg produces human race. 

Joy: fills his foul, joy innocent of thought; 

What pow'r, he cries, what pow'r theſe wonders 

wrought ; ET | 250 
Son ; what thou ſeek'ſt is in thee ! Look, and find 
Each Monſter meets his likeneſs in thy mind. 1 2 
Yet woulſt thou more? In yonder cloud behold. 
Whoſe ſarſenet ſkirts are edg'd with flamy gold, 
A matchleſs Y outh!. his nod theſe worlds controuls, 25 5 
Wings the red lightning, and the thunder rolls. _. 
Angel of Dulneſs, ſent to ſcatter round .. _— 
Her magic charms o'er all unclaſſic ground: " 
Yon ſtars, yon ſuns, he rears at pleaſure higher, 
Illumes their light, and ſets their flames on fire. 260 
Immortal Rich f how calm he ſits at caſe | 
Mid ſnows of paper, and fierce hail of peaſe; 
And proud his Miſtreſs' orders to perform, 
Rides in the whirlwind, and directs the ſtorm. | 

But lo! to dark encounter in mid air = "= 
New wizards riſe ; I ſee my Cibber there ! 

Booth in his cloudy tabernacle ſhrin'd, 

On grinning dragons thou ſhalt mount the wind. 
Dire is the conflict, diſmal is the din, 

Here ſhouts all Drury, there all Lincoln's-innz 270 
Contending "Theatres our empire raiſe, | | 
Alike their labours, and alike their praiſe. 

And are theie wonders, Son, to thee unknown? 
Unknown to thee ? Theſe wonders are thy own. 
Theſe Fate reſerv'd to grace thy reign divine, 275 
Foreſeen by me, but ah! with-held from mine. 
In Lud's old walls tho” long I rul'd, renown'd, . 


Far as loud Bow's ſtupendous bells reſound ; _ . 
Ibo' my own Aldermen confer'd the bays _ . 
To merommitting their eternal peaiſe, 280 
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Their full. fad Heroes, their pacific May'rs, 1 
Their annual trophies, and their monthly wars: 
Tho' long my Party built on me their hopes, 

For writing Pamphlets, and for roaſting Popes; 

Yet lo! in me what authors have to brag on! 285 
Reduc'd at laſt to hiſs in my own dragon. | 
Avert it Heav'n! that thou, my Cibber, e' er 
Should'ſt wag a ſerpent-tail in Smithfield fair! 
Like the vile ſtraw that's blown about the ſtreets, 


The needy Poet ſticks to all he meets, 290 


| Coach'd, carted, trod upon, now looſe, now faſt, 
And carry'd off in ſome Dog's tail at laſt. 

Happier thy fortunes ! like a rolling ſtone, 

Thy giddy dulneſs ſtill ſhall lumber on, 

Safe in its heavineſs, ſhall never ſtray, 295 
But lick up ev'ry blockhead in the way. 
Thee ſhall the Patriot, thee the Courtier taſte 

And ev'ry year be duller than the laſt, | 

„Till rais'd from booths, to Theatre, to Court, 

Her ſeat imperial Dulneſs ſhall tranſport, 300 
Already Opera prepares the way, | 

The ſure fore-runner of her gentle ſway : 

Let her thy heart, next Drabs and Dice, engage, 
The third mad paſſion of thy doting age. 

Teach thou the warb'ling Polypheme to roar, 305 
And ſcream thyſelf as none e'er ſcream'd before 
To aid our cauſe, if Heav'n thou can'ſt not bend, 
Hell thou ſhalt move; for Fauſtus is our friend: 
"Pluto with Cato thon for this ſhalt join, 

And link the Mourning Bride to Proſerpine. 310 
Grubſtreet ! thy fall ſhould Men and Gods conſpire, 
Thy ſtage ſhall ſtand, enſure it but from Fire. 
Another ÆEſchylus appears! preprare 

For new abortions, all ye pregnant fair ! 


Inflames, hike Semele's be brought to bed, 315 


While op'ning Hell ſpouts wild:fire at your head. 
Now Bavius take the poppy from thy brow, 

And place it here ! here all he Heroes bow ! 

This, this is he, foretold by ancient rhymes : 

ITh' Auguſtus born to bring Saturnian times. 320 
. Vigns following figns lead on the mighty year! 
See! the dull ſtars roll round and re- appear. 5 
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See, ſee, our own true Phœbus wears the bays! 
Our Midas fits Lord Chancellor of Plays ! 35 
On Poets Tombs ſee Benſon's titles writ! 325 
Lo! Ambroſe Philips is prefer'd for Wit! 
See under Ripley rife a new White-hall, 
While Jones and Boyle's united Jabours fall: 
While Wren with ſorrow to the grave deſcends, 
Gay dies unpenſion'd with a hundred friends, 330 
Hibbernian Politics, O Swift! thy fate; 
And Pope's ten years to comment and tranſlate. 
Proceed, great days ! till Learning fly the ſhore, 
*'Till Birch ſhall bluſh with noble blood no more, 
*Till Thames ſee Eaton's ſons for ever play, 335 
*'Till Weſtminſter's whole year be holiday, 7 
Till Iſis' Elders reel, their pupils ſport, 
And Alma mater lie diſſolv'd in Port! 
Enough! enough ! the raptur'd Monarch cries ; 
And thro' the Iv'ry Gate the Viſion fles. 340 
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| ARGUMENT. | 
The Poet being, in this Book to declare the Completion 
of the Prophecies mention'd at the end of the for- 
mer, makes a new Invocation ; as the greater Poets 
are wont, when ſome high and worthy matter is to 
be ſung. He ſhews the Goddeſs coming in her Ma- 
 Jjeſty, to deſtroy Order and Science, and to ſubſtitute 
© - the Kingdom of the Dull zpon earth. How foe leads 
captive the Sciences, and filenceth the Muſes 3; and 
what they be who ſucceed in their ſtead. All ber 
Children, by a wonderful attraction, are drawn 
about her ; and bear along with them divers others, 
ewho'promote her Empire by counivance, weak re- 
fiftance, or diſcouragement of Arts; juch as Half. 
wits, taftleſs Admirers, vain Pretenders, the Flat- 
terers of Dances, or the Patrons of them. All theſe 
crowd round her ; one of them offering to approach 
her, is driven back by a Rival, but ſhe commend 
and encourages both. The firſt who ſpeak in form 
are the Genius's f the Schools, who afſure her 
of their care to advance her Cauſe, by confining 
Youth to Words, and keeping them out of the way of 
real Knowledge... Their Addreſs, and her gracious Ar 
ſwer ; ewwith her Charge to them and the Univerſities. 
| The Univerſities appear by their proper Deputies, 
and afſure her that the ſame method is obſerved in 
the progreſs of Education; The ſpeech of Ariſtar- 
chus on this ſubject. They are driven off by à band 
of young Gentlemen return'd from Travel with their 
. Tutors ; one of whom delivers to the Goddeſs, in a 
\ polite oration, an account of the whale a and 
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Fruits of their T ravels: preſenting to her at the ſame 
time a young nobleman perfectly accompliſhed. She 
receives him graciouſly, and indues him auith the happy 
guality of Want of Shame. She ſees loitering about 
her a number of Indolent Perſons abandoning all bu- 
finejs and duty, and dying with lazineſs: To theſe 
Approaches the Antiquary Annius, intreating her 
to make them Virtuoſos, and aſſign them over to 
him : But Mummius, another Antiquary, complain 
ing of his fradulent proceeding, ſhe finds a method to 
reconcile their difference. Then enter a Troop of 
people fantaſtically adorn d, offering her ſtrange and 
exotic preſents: Amongſt them, one lands forth and 
demands juſtice on another, who had deprived him of 
one of the greateſt Curioſities in nature: but he juſ- 
ties himſelf ſo well, that the Goddeſs gives them 
both her approbation. She recommends to them to 
find proper employment for the Indolents before-men- 
tioned, in the fludy of Butterflies, Shells, Birds-neſts, 
Moſs, c. but with particular caution, not to 
proceed beyond Trifles, to any uſeful or extenſive 
' eres of Nature, or of the Author of Nature. A- 
gainſt the laſt of theſe appre ben ſians, ſhe is ſecured 
by a hearty Addreſs from the Minute Philoſophers 
and F 5 one of whom ſpeaks in the Name 
4 the reſt. The youths thus inſtructed and princip- 
ed, are delivered to her in a Body, by the hands 
/ Silenus ; and then admitted to taſte the Cup of 
the Magus her High-Prieſt, which cauſes a total 
oblivion e all Obligations, divine, civil, moral, or 
rational. To theſe her Adepts ſbe ſends Prieſts, 
Attendants, and Comforters, of various kinds; con- 
Fers on them Orders and Degrees; and then diſmi/- 
fing them with a ſpeech confirming to each his Pri- 
viledges and telling what foe expects from each, 
concludes with a Yawn of extraordinary Virtae : 
The Progeſs and Effects whereof on all Orders of 
men, and the Conſummation of all, in the Reſtora- 


tion of Night and Chaos, conclude the Poem. 


T, yet a moment, one dim Ray of Light 
1 Indulge, dread Chaos, and eternal Night! 
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Of darkneſs viſible ſo much be lent, | 
As half to ſhew, half veil the deep Intent. 
Ye Pow'rs ! whoſe Myſteries reſtor'd I ſing, - 5 
To whom Time bears me on his rapid wing, 
Suſpend a while your Force inertly ſtrong, 
'Then take at once the Poet and the Song. 
Now flam'd the Dog-ftar's unpropitious ray, 
Smote ev*ry Brain, and wither'd ev'ry Bay ; 10 
Sick was thé Sun, the Owl forſook his bow'r, 
The moon- ſtruck Prophet felt the madding hour; 
Then roſe the Seed of C haos, and of Night, 
To blot out Order, and extinguiſh i.ight, 
Of dull and venal a new World to mold, 15 
And bring Saturnran days of Lead and Gold. 

She mounts the Throne: her head aCloud concea}'d, 
In broad Effulgence all below reveal'd, 
(Tis thus aſpiring Dulneſs ever ſhines) 
Soft on her lap her Laureat ſon reclines. 20 
Beneath her foot-ftool, Science groans in Chains, 
And Vit dreads Exile, Penalties and Pains. 
There foam'd rebellious Logic, gagg'd and bound, 
There, ſtript, fair Rhet'ric languiſh'd on the ground; 
His blunted Arms by Sephiſfry are born, 235 
And ſhameleſs Billingsgate her Robes adorn. 
Morality by her falſe Guardians drawn, 
Chicane in Furs, and Cajuiftry in Lawn, 
Gaſps, as they ſtraiten at each end the cord, 
And dies, when Dulneſs gives her Page the word. 30 
Mad Mathefis alone was unconfin'd, 
Too mad for mere material chains to bind, 
Now. to pure Space lifts her extatic ſtare, 
Now running round the Circle finds it ſquare. 
But held in ten-fold bonds the Muſes lie, 35 
Watch'd both by Envy's and Flatt'ry's eye: 
There to her heart ſad Tragedy addreſt 
The dagger wont to pierce the Tyrant's breaſt; 
But ſober Hiſtory reſtrain'd her rage, 
And promis'd Vengeance on a barb*rous age. 49 
There ſunk Thalia, nerveleſs, cold and dead, 
Had not her Siſter Satyr held her head ; 
Nor cou'd'ſt thou CnesTzRFIELD ! a tear refuſe, _ 
Thou wept'ſt, and with thee wept each gentle a 
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When lo ! a Harlot form ſoft ſliding by, 45 
With mincing ſtep, ſmall voice, and languid eye ; 
Foreign her air, her robe's diſcordant pride 
In patch · work flutt' ring, and her head afide : 
By ſigning Peers up- held on either hand. 
She tripp'd and laugh'd, too pretty much to ſtand; 56 
Caſt on the proſtrate Nine a ſcornful look, © 
Then thus in quaint Recitativo ſpoke, 

O Cara Cara ! filence all that train: 
Joy to great Chuos i let Diviton reign: 
Chromatic tortures ſoon ſha} drive them hence, 55 
Break all their nerves, and frittter all their ſenſe: 
One Trill ſtrall harmonize joy, griet, and rage. 
Wake the dull Church, and lull the ranting Stage; 
To the ſame notes thy ſon ſha! hum, or {nore, 
And all thy yawning daughters cry, excorę. 60 
Another ,Phcebus, thy own Phoebus, reigns, 
Jovs in my ziggs, and dances in my chams. 
But ſoon, ah toon Rebellion will commence, 
If Muſic meanly borrows aid from Senſe. | 
Strong in new Arms, lo! Giant Handel ſtands, - 65 
Like bold Briareus, with a hundred hands ; £ 

To ſtir, to rouze, to ſhike the Soal he comes, 
And Jove's own Thunders follow Mars's Drums. 
Arteſt him, Empreſs ; or you ſlecp no more 
She heard, and drove him to th' Hibernian ſhore, 70 

And now had Fame's poſterior 'I'rumpet blown, 

And all the Nations ſummon'd to the Throne. 

The young, the old, who feel her inward iway, 
One inſtinQſeizes, and tranſports away. esp. 
None need a guide, by ſure Attraction led, 75 
And ſtrong impulſive gravity of iJead : 
None want a place, for all their Centre found, 
Hung to the Goddeſs, and cohei*d around, ad 
Not cloſer, orb in orb, conglob'd are ſeen. . 
The buzzing Bees about their duſky Queen. 80 

The gath'ring number, as it moves along, 
Involves a vaſt involuntary chrong. | 
Who gently drawn, and ſtruggling leſs and leſs, 

Roll in her Vortex, and her pow'r confeſs. 

Not thoſe alone who paſſive own her laws, 85 
But who, weak rebels, more advance her cauſe. _ 2 
1 | | Whate er 
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Whate' er of dunce in College or in Town 

Sneers at another, in toupee or gown ; 

Whate'er of mungril no one claſs admits, 

A wit with dunces, and a dunce with wits, 9o 
Nor abſent they, no members of her ſtate, 

Who pay her homage in her ſons, the Great; 

Who falſe to Phœbus, bow the knee to Baal; 

Or impious, preach his Word without a call. 

Patrons, who ſneak from living worth to dead, 95 

With-hold the penſion, and ſet up the head; i 

Or veſt dull Flatt' ry in the ſacred Gown ; 

Or give from fool to fool the Laurel crown. 

And (laſt and worſt) with all the cant of wit, 

Without the ſoul, the Muſe's Hypocrit. | 100 


There march'd the bard and blockhead, fide by ſide, 


Who rhym'd for hire, and patroniz'd for pride. 
Narciſſus, prais'd with all a Parſon's pow'r, 
Look'd a white lilly ſunk beneath a ſhow'r. 
There mov'd Moncalto with ſuperior air; 105 
His ſtretch'd-out arm diſplay'd a Volume fair; 
Courtiers and Patriots id two ranks divide, | 
Thro' both he paſs'd, arid bow'd from fide to ſide : 
But as in gracetul act, with awful eye 
Compos'd he ſtood, bold Benſon thruſt him by: 110 
On two unequal crutches propt he came, 
Milton's on this, on that one Johnſton's name. 
The decent Knight retir'd with ſober rage, 
 Withdrew his hand, and clos'd the pompous page. 
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When Dulneſs, ſmiling—* Thus revive the Wits! 
But murder firſt, and mince them all to bits; 120 
As erſt Medea (cruel, ſo to fave !) 
A new Edition of old ſon gave, : 
Let ſtandard-Authors, thus, like trophies born, 
Appear more glorious as more hack'd and torn, 


And you, my Critics ! in the — ſhade, 125 


Admire new light thro' holes yourſelves have made. 
Leave not a foot of verſe, a foot of tone, 

A Page, a Grave, that they can call their own ; . 
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But ſpread, my ſons, your glory thin or thick, 

On paſſive paper, or on ſolid brick. 130 
So by each Bard an Alderman ſhall fit, | 
A heavy Lord ſhall hang at ev'ry Wit, 

And while on Fame's triumphal Car they ride, 

Some ſlave of mine be pinion'd to their fide. 

Now crowds on crowds around the Goddeſs preſs, 13g 
Each eager to preſent the firſt Addreſs. | 
Dunce ſcorning Dunce beholds the next advance, 
But Fop ſhews Fop ſuperior complaiſance. 
When lo! a Spectre roſe, whoſe index-hand 
Held forth the Virtue of the dreadful wand ; 
His beaver*d brow a birchen garland wears, | 
Dropping with Infant's blood, and Mother's tears, 
O'er ev'ry vein a ſhudd' ring horror runs; 

Eton and Winton ſhake thro? all their Sons. 

All Fleſh is humbled, Weſtminſter's bold race 1 45 
Shrink, and confeſs the Genius of the place: 1 
The pale Boy- Senator yet tingling ſtands, 

And holds his breeches cloſe with both his Hands. 

Then thus. Since Man from beaſt thy Word is known 
Words are Man's province, Words we teach alone. 150 
When Reaſon doubtful, like the Samian letter, 

Points him two ways, the narrower is the better. 
Plac'd at the door of Learning, youth to guide, 

We never ſuffer it to ſtand too wide. 

To aſk, to gueſs, to know, as they commence, 155 
As Fancy opens the quick ſprings of Senſe, 

We piy the Memory, we load the brain, 

Bind rebel Wit, and double chain on chain, 

Confine the thought, to exerciſe the breath; 

And keep them in the pale of Words till death. 169 
Whate'er the talents, or nowe'er deſign'd, 

We hang one jingling padlock on the mind : 

A Poet the firſt diy he dips his quill ; 

And what the laſt? a very Poet ſtill 

Pity ! the charm works only in our wall, 165 
Loſt, loſt to ſoon in yonder Houſe our Hall. 

There truant WXYNDHAu ev'ry Mute gave o'er, 
There TArBOr ſunk, and was a Wit no more! 

How ſweet an Ovid, Murray was our boatit ! 

tow many Martials were in Purr'xEX loſt! 170 
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Elſe ſure ſome Bard, to our eternal praiſe, 
In twice ten thouſand rhyming nights and days, 
Had reach'd the Work, the All that mortal can; 
And South beheld that Maſter-piece of Man. 
Oh (cry'd the Goddeſs) for ſome pedant Reign 1173 
Some gentle James, to bleſs the land again; 
To ſtick the Doctor's Chair into the Throne, 
Give law to Words, or war with Words alone, 
Senates and Courts with Greek and Latin rule, 
And turn the Council to a Grammar School! 
For ſure, if Dulnels ſees a grateful Day, 
"T's in the ſhade of Arbitrary Sway. 
O! if my ſons may learn one earthly thing, 
Teach but that one, iufficient for a King ; 
That which my Prieſts, and mine alone, maintain, 185 
Which as it dies, or lives, we fall, or reign : 
May you, my Cam, and Iſis preach it long! 
„ The RICHT Divine of Kings to govern wrong.“ 
Prompt at the call, around the Goddeſs roll 
Broad hats, and hoods, and caps, a ſable ſhoal: 190 
'Thick and more thick the biack blockade extends, 
A hundred head of Ariſtotle's friends. 
Nor wert thou, Iſis! wanting to the day, 
[Tho Chriſt- church long kept prudiſhly away,! 
Euch ſtaunch Polemic, ſtubborn as a rock, 195 
Each fierce Logician, till expelling Locke, 
Came whip and ſpur, and daſh'd thro' thin and thick 
On German Crouzzaz, and Dutch Burgerſdyck. 
As many quit the tireams that murm'ring fall 
To lull tae fons of Marg'ret and Clare-hall, 200 
Where Bentley: late tempeſtuous wont to ſport 
Ip troubled waters, bat now fleeps in Port. 
Before them march'd that awful! Ariſtarch; 
Plow'd was his front with many a deep Remark : 
His Hat, wich never vail'd to human pride, 205 
Walker with rev'rence took, and lay'd aiide. 
Low bow'd the reft : He, kingly, did but nod ! 
So upright Quakers pleaſe both Man and God. 
Miltreis! diſmiſs that rabble from your throne : 
A vaunt is Ariſtarchus yet unknown: 210 
Thy mighty Scholiaſt, whoſe unweary'd pains 5 
lade Iiorace dull, and humbled Milton's — | 
Turn 
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Turn what they will to Verſe, their toil is vain, 
Critics like me ſhall make it Proſe again. 

Roman andGreekGrammartans! know yourBetter: 213 
Author of ſomething yet more great than Letter: 
While tow'ring o'er your Alphabet, like Saul, 
Stands our Digamma, and o'er-tops them all. 

'Tis true, on Words is ſtill our whole debate, 
Diſputes of Me or Te, of aut or at, 220 
To ſound or ſink in cano, O or A, 

Or give up Cicero to Cor K. 

Let Friend affect to ſpeak as Terence ſpoke, 

And Alſop never but like Horace joke: 

For me, what Virgil, Pliny may deny, 225 
Manilius or Solinus ſnall ſupply : 

For Artic Phraſe in Plato let them ſeek, 

J poach in Suidas for unlicens'd Greek. 

In ancient Senſe if any needs will deal, 

Be ſure I give them Fragments, not a Meal ; 230 
What Gellius or Stobzus h-ih'd before, 

Or chew'd by blind old Scholiaſts o'er and o'er. 
The critic Eye, that microſcope of Wit, 

Sees hairs and pores, examines bit by bit : 

How parts relate to parts, or they to whole, 235 
The body's harmony, the beaming ſoul, | 

Are things which Kuſter, Burman Waſſe ſhall fee, 
When Man's whole frame is obvious tos Flea. 

Ah, think not, Miſtreſs more true Dulnets lies 
In Folly's Cap, than Wiſdom's grave diiguile. 240 
Like buoys, that never ſink into the flood, 

On Learning's ſurface we but lie and nod. 

Thine is the genuine head of many a houſe, 

And much Divinity without a yu, 

Nor could a Baxrow work on evry block, 245 
Nor has one ATTERBURY ſpoil'd the flock. | 
See! ſtil] thy own, the heavy Canon roll, 

And Metaphyſic ſmokes involve the Polc. 

For thee we dim the eyes, and ſtuff the head 

With ali ſuch reading as was never read . 250 
For thee explain a thing 'till all men doubt it, 
And write about it, Goddeſs; and about it: 

So ipins the filk-worm ſmall its ſlender ſtore, 

And labours till it clouds itſelf all o'er. 
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What tho' we let ſome better ſort of fool IP. 
Thrid ev'ry ſcience, rnn thro' ev'ry ſchool ? 
Never by tumbler thro' the hoops was ſhown 
Such ſkill in paſling all, and touching none. 
He may indeed (if ſober all this time) 
Plague with Diſpute, or perſecute with Rhyme. 260 
We only furniſh what he cannot uſe, 
Or wed to what he muſt divorce, a Muſe - 
Full in the midſt of Euclid dip at once, 
And petrifry a Genius to a Dunce : 
Or ſet on Metaphyſic ground to prance, 265 
Show all his paces, not a ſtep advance. | 
With the ſame Cement, ever ſure to bind, 
We bring to one dead level ev'ry mind. 
Then take him to devellop, if you can, 
And hew the Block off, and get out the Man. 270 
But wherefore waſte | words? I ſee advance 
Whore, Pupil, and lac'd Governor from France. 
Walker! our hat — not more he deign'd to ſay, 
But, ſtern as Ajax' ſpectre, ſtrode away. 

In flow'd at once a gay embroider'd race, 275 
And titt'ring puſh'd the Pedants off the Place: 
Some would have ſpoken, but the voice was drown'd 
By the French-horn, or by the op'ning hound. 

The frſt came forwards, with as eaſy mien, 
As if he ſaw St. James's and the Queen, 286 
When thus th' attendant Orator begun. 
Receive, great Empreſs ! thy accompliſh'd Son 
'Thine from the birth, and ſacred from the rod, 
A dauntleſs infant! never ſcar'd with God. 
The Sire ſaw, one by one, his Virtues wake: 285 
The Mother begg'd the bleſſing of a Rake. 
Thou gav'ſt that Ripeneſs, which ſo ſoon began, 
And ceas'd ſo ſoon, he ne'er was Boy, nor Man. 
Thro' School and College, thy kind cloud o'ercaſt, 
Safe and unſeen the young /Eneas paſt : | 2 90 
Thence burſting glorious, all at once let down, 
Stunn'd with his giddy Laurum half the town. 
Intrepid then, o'er ſeas and lands he flew : 
Europe he ſaw, and Europe ſaw him too. 
There all thy gifts and graces we diſplay, 293 
Thou, only thou, directing all our way! 


To 
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To where the Seine, obſequious as ſhe rung, 

Pours at great Bourbon's feet her ſilken ſons ; 

Or Tyber, now no longer Roman, rolls, 

Vain of Italian Arts, Italian Souls: 3co 
To happy Convents, boſom'd deep in vines, 

Where ſlumber Abbots, purple as their wines: 

To Iſles of fragrance, lilly filver'd vales, 

Diffuſing languor in the panting gales : 

To lands of ſinging, or of dancing ſlaves, 305 
Love-whiſp'ring woods, and lute-reſounding waves. 
But chief her ſhrine where naked Venus keeps, 

And Cupids ride the Lyon of the Deeps; 
Where, eas'd of Fleets, the Adriatic main 

Wafts the ſmooth Eunuch and enamour'd ſwain. 310 
Led by my hand, he faunter'd Europe round, 

And gather'd ev'ry Vice on Chriſtian ground; 

Saw ev'ry Court, heard e' ry King declare 

His royal Senſe, of Op'ra's or the Fair; 

The Stews and Palace equally explor'd, 315 
Intrigu'd with glory, and with fpirit whor'd ; : 
Try'd all Hor d ures, ail ligueurs defin'd, 
Jadicious drank, and greatly-daring din'd ; 

Dropt the dull lumber of the Latin ſtore, 

Spoil'd his own language, and acquir'd no more; 320 
All Claflic learning loſt on Claſſie ground; 

And laſt turn'd Air, the Echo of a Sound! 

See now, half-cur*d, and perfectly well-bred, 

With nothing but a Solo in his head ; 

As much Eftate, and Principle, and Wit, 325 
As Janſen, Fleetwood, Cibber ſhall think fit 

Stol'n from a Duel, follow'd by a Nun, 


. And, if a Borough chuſe him, not undone ; 


See, to my country happy I reſtore | 
This glorious Youth, and add one Venus more. 330 
Her to receive (for her my ſou] adores) 
So may the ſons of ſons of ſons of whores, 
Prop thine, O Empreſs ! like each neighbour Throne, 
And make a long Poſterity thy thy own. 
Pleas'd, {the accepts the Hero and the Dame, 335 
Wraps in her Veil, and frees from ſenſe of Shame. 
Then look'd, and ſaw a lazy, lolling ſort, | 


Unſcen at Church, at Senate, ox at Court, 
— 3 O 
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Of Ever: liſtleſs Loit'rers, that attend 

No Cauſe, No Truſt, no Duty, and no Friend. 340 
Thee too' my Paridel ! ſhe mark'd thee there, 
Stretch'd on the rack of a too eaſy chair, 

And heard thy everlaſting yawn confeſs 

The Pains and Penalties of Idleneſs. 


She pity'd ! but her Pity only ſhed 345 


Benigner influence on thy nodding head- 
But Annius, crafty Seer, with ebon wand, 

And well diſſembled em'rald on his hand, 
Falſe as his Gems, and canker'd as his Coins, 
Came,cramm'dwich capon, fromwherePollio dines. 359 
Soft, as the wily Fox 1s ſeen to creep, 
Where baſk on ſunny banks the ſimple ſheep, 
Walk round and round, now prying here, now there ; 
So he ; but pious, whiſper'd firſt his pray”r, 
| Grant, gracious Goddeſs ! grant me ſtill to cheat, 35 5 
O may thy cloud ſtill cover the deceit ! 
Thy choicer miſts on this aſſembly ſhed, 
But pour them thickeſt on the noble head. 
So ſhall each youth, aſſiſted by our eyes, 
See other Cæſars, other Homers riſe ; 360 
Thro' twilight ages hunt th* Athenian fowl, 
Which Chalcis Gods, and mortals call an Owl, 
Now ſee an Attys, now a Cecrops clear, 
Nay, Mahomet ! the Pigeon at thine ear ; 
Be rich in ancient braſs, tho' not in gold, 

Ard keep his Lares, tho' his houſe be fold ; 
To headleſs Phœbe his fair bride poſtpone, 
Honour a Syrian Prince above his own; 
Lord of an Otho, if I vouch it true; 
Bleſt in one Niger, till he knows of two. 370 

Mummius o'erheard him; Mummius, Fool-renown'd, 
Who like his Cheops ſtinks above the ground, 
Fierce as a ſtartled Adder, ſwell'd, and ſaid, 

Rattling an ancient Siſtrum at his head. 

Speak 'ſt thou of Syrian Princes? Traitor, baſe ! 375 

Mine, Goddeſs! mine is all the horned race. 
True, he had wit to make their value riſe; 

From fooliſh Greeks to Real them, was as wits 1 ; 
More glorious yet, from barb'rous hands to keep, 
When Salle Rovers Chac'd 8 on the deep. 380 
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Then taught by Hermes, and divinely bold, 
Down his own throat he riſqu'd the Grecian gold; 
Receiv'd each Demi-God, with pious care. 
Deep in his Entrails-—I rever'd them there, 
I bought them, ſhrouded in that living ſhrine, 385 
And, at their ſecond birth, they iſſue mine, 0 
Witneſs great Ammon! by whoſe horns I (wore, 
(Reply'd ſof Annius) this our paunch before 
Still bears them, faithful ; and that thus I eat, 
Is to refund the Medals with the meat. 390 
To prove me, Goddeſs ! clear of all deſign, 
Bid me with Pollio ſup, as well as dine : 
There all the Learn'd ſhall at the labour ſtand, 
And Douglas lend his ſoft, obſtetric hand. h 
The Goddeſs ſmiling ſeem'd to give conſent ; 395 
So back to Pollio, hand in hand, they went. 
Then thick as Locuſts black' ning all the ground, 
A tribe with weeds, and ſhells fantaſtic crown'd, 
Each with ſome wond'rous gift approach'd the Pow'r, 
A Neſt, a Toad, a Fungus, or a Flow'r. 400 
But far the foremoſt, two with earneſt zeal, 
And aſpect ardent to the Throne appeal. 
The firſt thus open'd: Hear thy ſuppliant's call, 
Great Queen, and common Mother of us all! 
Fair from its humbled bed J rear'd this Flow'r, 405 
Suckled, and chear'd, with air, and ſun, and ſhow'r, 
Soft on the paper ruff its leaves I ſpread, 
Bright with the gilded button tipt its head, 
Then thron'd in glaſs, and nam'd it CaroLiNE : 
Each Maid cry'd charming! and each Youth, divine!419 
Did Nature's pencil ever blend ſuch rays, 
Such vary'd light in one promiſcuous blaze? 
Now proſtrate ! dead ! behold that Caroline : 
No Maid cries, charming! end no Youth, divine! 
And lo the wretch ! whoſe vile, whoſe inſect luſt 415 
Lay'd this gay daughter of the Spring in duſt. 
O puniſh him, or to th' Elyſian ſhades 
Ditmiſs my ſoul, where no Carnation fades. 
He ceas'd, and wept. With innocence of mien, 
Th' Accus'd ſtood forth, and thus addreſs'd the 
Queen, | 4 
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Of all th' enamel'd race, whoſe ſilv'ry wing 
Waves to the tepid Zephyrs of the ſpring, 
Or ſwims aps the fluid Atmoſphere, 
Once brighteſt ſhin*d this child of Heat and Air. 
I ſaw, and ſtarted from its vernal bow'r 425 
The riſing game, and chac'd from flow'r to flow'r. 
It fled, I follow'd ; now in hope, now pain ; 
It ſtopt, I ſtopt ; it mov'd, I mov'd again. 
At laſt it fix'd, *rwas on what plant it pleas'd, 
And where it fix'd, the beauteous bird I ſeiz'd : 430 
Roſe or Carnation was below my care ; | 
I meddle, Goddels ! only in my ſphere. 
I tell the naked fact without diſguiſe, 
And, to excuſe it, need but ſhew the prize; 
Whoſe ſpoils this paper offers to your eye, 435 
Fair ev'n in death! this peerleſs Butterfly. 

My ſons ! (ſhe anſwer'd) both have done your parts: 
Live happy both, and long promote our arts, 
Bat hear a Mother, when ſhe recommends 
To your fraternal care, our ſleeping friends. 440 
'The common Soul, of Heav'n's more frugal make, 
Serves but to keep fools pert, and knaves awake. 
A drowzy Watchman, that juſt gives a knock, 
And brreaks our reſt, to tell us what's a clock. 
Yet by ſome object ev'ry brain is ſtirr'd ; 445 
The dull may waken to a Humming-bird ; 
The moſt recluſe, diſcreetly open'd, find 
Congenial matter in the Cockle-kind ; 
The mind, in Metaphyſics at a loſs, 
May wander in a wilderneſs of Moſs; 450 
The head that turns at ſuper- lunar things, 
Poiz'd with a tail, may fteer on Wilkins? wings. 

O! would the Sons of Men once think their Eyes 
And Reaſon giv*n them but to ſtudy Flies 
See Nature in ſome partial narrow ſhape, 455 
And let the Author of the Whole eſcape : | 
Learn but to trifle ; or, who molt obſerve, 
To wonder at their Maker, not to ſerve. 

Be that my talk (replies a gloomy Clerk, 
Sworn foe to Myſt'ry, yet divinely dark; 450 
Whole pious hope alpires to ſee the day 
When Moral Evidence ſhall quite decay, And 

| n 
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And damns implicit faith, and holy lies, 
f Prompt to impoſe, and fond to dogmatize:) 
8 Let others creep by timid ſteps, and flow, 465 
On plain Experience lay foundations low, 
By common ſenſe to common knowledge bred, 
1 And laſt, to Nature's Cauſe thro' Nature led. 
| All- ſeeing in thy miſts, we want no guide, 
A Mother of Arrogance, and Source of Pride! 470 
We nobly take the high Priori Road, | 
And reaſon downward, till we doubt of God: 
Make Nature ſtill incroach upon his plan; 
And ſhove him off es far as e'er we can: 
Thruſt ſome Mechanic Cauſe into his place 478 
Or bind in Matter or diffuſe in Space. | 
Or, at one bound o'er-leaping all his laws, 
Make God Man's Image, Man the final Cauſe, 
Find Virtue loca], all Relation ſcorn, | 
: See all in Seh, and but for ſelf be born: 480 
| Of nought ſo certain as our Reaſon ſtill, 
| Of nought fo dobtful as of Soul and Vall. 
Oh hide the God ſtill more! and make us ſee 
Such as Lucretius drew, a God like Thee: 
Wrapt up in Self, a God without a Thought, 483 
Regardleſs of our merit or default. 
Or that bright Image to our fancy draw, 
W hich Theocles in raptur'd viſion ſaw, 
While thro' Poetic ſcenes the Genius roves, 
Or wanders wild in Academic Groves; 499 
That Narukk our Society adores, 
Where Tindol dictates, and Silenus ſnores. 
Rous'd at his name, up roſe the bowzy Sire, 
And ſhook from out his Pipe the ſeeds of fire; 
Then ſnapt his box, and ſtrok'd his belly down: 495 
Roſy and rev'rend, tho' without x Gown. | 
Bland and familiar to the throne he came, 
Led up the Youth, and call'd the Goddeſs Daze. 
Then thus. From Prieſt-craft happily ſet free, 
Lo! ev'ry finiſh'd Son returns to thee: 500 
Firſt ſlave to Words, then vaſſal to a Name, 
Then dupe to Party, child and man the ſame; 
Bounded by Nature, narrow'd ſtill by Art, 
A trifling head, and and a contracted heart. 


Thus 
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Thus bred, thus taught, how many have I ſeen, 
Smiling on all, and ſmil'd on by a Queen. 

Mark'd out for Honours, honourd for their Birth, 
To thee the moſt rebellious things on earth : 
Now to thy gentle ſhadow all are ſhrunk, 

All melted down, in Penſion, or in Punk! 510 
So K* ſo B* ſneak'd into the grave, | 
A Monarch's half, and half a Harlot's ſlave. 

Poor W** nipt in Folly's broadeſt bloom, 

W ho praiſes now ? his Chaplain on his Tomb. 
Then take them all, oh take them to thy breaſt ! 515 
Thy Magus, Goddeſs ! ſhall perform the reſt, 

With that, a Wizarp Ol D his Cup extends 

Which whoſe taſtes, forgets his former friends, 

Sire, Anceitors, Himſelf. One caſts his eyes 

Up to a Star, and like Endymion dies: 520 
A Feather ſhooting from another's head, 

Extracts his brain, and Principle is fled, 

Loſt is his God, his Country, ev'ry thing; 

And nothing left but Homage to a King! | 
The vulgar herd turn off to roll with Hogs, 525 
To run with Horſes, or to hunt with Dogs; 

But ſad example! never to eſcape 

Their Infamy, ſtill keep the human ſhape. 

Bur ſhe, good Goddeſs, ſent to ev'ry child 
Firm Impudence, to Stupefaction mild; 530 
And ſtrait ſucceeded, leaving ſhame no room, 
Cibberian forehead, or Cimmerian gloom. 

Kind Self-conceit to ſome her glaſs applies, 

Which no one looks in with another's eyes : 
But as the Flatt'rer on Dependant paint, 534 
Beholds himſelf a Patriot, Chief, or Saint. 

On others Int'reſt her gay liv'ry flings, 

Int'reſt, chat waves on Party-colour'd wings: 
Turn'd to the Sun, ſhe caſts a thouſand dyes, 
And, as ſhe turns, the colours fall or riſe. 540 

Others the Syren Siſters warble round, 

And empty heads conſole with emty ſound. 

No more, alas! the voice of Fame they hear, 
The balm of Dulneſs trickling in their ear. 
r, N, K, 545 


Why all your Toils ? your Sons have learn'd to ws : 
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How quick Ambition haſtes to ridicale ! 
T he Sire 1s made a Peer, the Son a Fool. 
On ſome, a Prieſt ſuccin& in amice white 
Attends; all fleſh is nothing iu his fig.:t ! 5 50 
eeves, at his touch, at once to jelly turn, 
And the huge Boar is ſhrunk into au Urn: 
The board with ſpecious miracles he loads, 
Turns Hares to larks, and Pigeons into Toads. 
Another (tor in all what one can ſhine ?) 555 
Explains the Sewe and Verdeur of the Vine. 
What cannot copious Sacrifice attone? 
Thy T'reufles, Perigord! thy Hams, Bayonne ! 
With French Libation, and Italian Strain, 
Waſh Bladen white, and expiate Hiys's ſtain. 560 
Knight lifts the head, for what are crowds undone 
To three eſſential Partriges in one? Ne 
Gone ev'ry bluſh, and filent all reproach, | 
Contending Princes mount them in hen Coach. 
Next bidding all draw near on bended nees, 565 
The Queen confers her Titles nd Hegrees. : 
Her children firſt of more Giiinguith'd fort, 
Who ſtudy Shakeſpe:re at the luns of Court, 
Impale a Glow-worm, or Ver'u profeſs, 
Shine in the dignity of F. R S. 570 
Some, deep Free- Masons, jon the ſilent race 
Worthy to fill Pythagor s place: 
Some Botaniſts, or Floriſts at the leaſt, 
Or iſſue Members of n Ausal feaſt. 
Nor paſt the mean« # unregarded, one 575 
Roſe a Gregorian, or: Go:mogon. 
The laſt, not le it in ur or applauſe, 
Ifis and Cam :1ade Doctor of her Laws. 
Then bleſſing all, & CHudren of my care! 
To Practice now rom Tneory repair. 580 
All my commands .re eaſy, ſhort, and full: i 
My Sons! be prod, be felfiſh, and be dull. 
Guard my Prerogative, ſfert my Throne: 
This Nod confirms ech Privilege your own. 
The Cap and Switch be fatred to his Grace; 585 
With Staff and Pumps the Marquis lead the Race; 
From Stage to Stage we licens'd Earl may run, 
Pair'd with his Fellow-Charioteer the Sun; _ 
| | e 
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'The learned Baron Butterflies deſign, | 
Or draw to filk Arachne's ſubtile line; 599 
The Judge to dance his brother Sergeant call ; 
The Senator at Cricket urge the Ball ; 
The Biſhop ſtow (Pontific Luxury!) 
An hundred Souls of Turkeys in a pye ; 
The ſturdy Squire to Gallic maſters ſtoop, 595 
And drown his Lands and Manors in a Soupe, 
Others import yet nobler arts from France, 
Teach Kings to fiddle, and make Senates dance. 
Perhaps more high ſome daring ſon may ſoar, 
Proud to my lift to add one Monarch more; bo 
And nobly conſcious, Princes are but things | 
Born for Firſt Miniſters, as Slaves for Kings, 
Tyrant ſupreme ! ſhall three Eſtates command, 
And MARKE one Michry DuxciaD oF THE LAND! 
More ſhe had ſpoke, but yawn' d All Nature 
nods:  _ | 605 
What Mortal can reſiſt the Yawn of Gods? 
Churches and Chapels inſtantly it reach'd ; 
(St. James's firſt, tor leaden Gilbert preach'd) 
Then catch'd the Schools; the Hall ſcarce kept awake; 
The Convocation gap'd, but could not ſpeak 610 
Loſt was the Nation's Senſe, nor could be found, 
While the long folemn Uniſon went round: 
Wide, and more wide, it ſpread o'er all the realm ; 
Ev'n Palinurus nodded at the Helm: 
The V. pour mild o'er each Committee crept; 615 
Unfiniſh'd Treatiſes in each Office ſlept ; 
And Chiefleſs Armies doz'd out the Campaign; 
And Navies yawn'd for Orders on the Main. 
O Muſe ! relate (for you can tell alone, 
Wits have ſhort Memories, and Dunces none) 620 
Relate, who firſt, who liſt refign'd to reſt ; 
Whoſe Heads ſhe partly, whoſe completely bleſt ; 
Wh-.t Charms could Faction, what Ambition lull, 
Tie Ven:l quiet, and intranc the Dull; | 
Till 6:04n'd was Senſe, and Shame, and Right, and 
Wrong 625 
O ſing, and huſh the Nations with thy Song! 
* o - * 
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In vain, in vain — the all-compoſing Hour 
Reſiſtleſs falls; The Muſe obeys the Pow'r. 
| She comes ! ſhe comes ! the ſable Throne behold 
Of Night Primæval, and Chaos old! 630 
1 Before her, Fancy's gilded clouds decay, 
4 Mund all its varying Rain-bows die away. 
p Wit ſhoots in vain its momentary fires, 
The meteor drops, and in a flaſh expires, 5 
As one by one, at dread Medea's ſtrain, 635 
The ſick' ning ſtars fade off th' ethereal plain; 
As Argus' eyes by Hermes' wand oppreſt, 
Clos'd one by one to everlaſting reſt; 
Thus at her felt approach, and ſec ret might, 
Art after Art goes out, and all is Night. 640 
See ſkulking Truth to her old Cavern fled, | 
Mountains of Caſuiſtry heap'd o'er her head. 
Philo/ophy that lean'd on Heav'n before, 
Bhrinks to her ſecond cauſe, and is no more. 
Phyfic of Metaphyſic beget defence, 045 _ 
And Metaphyfic calls for aid on Senſe ! 
See Myſtery to Mathematics fly 
In vain ! they gaze, turn giddy, rave, and die. 
Religion bluſhing veils her ſacred fires, | 
And unawares Morality expires. | 650 
Nor public Flame, nor private, dares to ſhine ; 
Nor human Spark is left, nor Glimpſe divine! 
Lo! thy dread Empire, Chaos! is reſtord ; 
| Light dies before thy uncreating word: | 
Thy hand, great Anarch ! lets the curtain fall; 655 
And Univerſal Darkneſs buries All. 
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A DECLARATION. 


HEREAS certain Haberdaſbers of Points and 
Particles, being inftigated by the ſpirit of 
Pride, and aſſuming to themſelves the name of Cri- 
tics and Reflorers, have taken upon them to adulte- 
rate the common and current ſenſe of our Glorious 
Anceſtors, Poets of this Realm, by clipping, coining, 
defacing the images, mixing their own baſe allay, or 
otherwiſe falſifying the ſame; which they publiſh, 
utter, and vend as genuine: The ſaid haberdaſhery 
Having no right thereto, as neither heirs, executors, 
adminitrators, aſſigns, or in any ſort related to ſuch 
Poets, to all or any of them: Now We, having cares 
fully reviſed this our Dunciad, beginning with the 
words The Mighty Mother, and ending with the 
words byrzes all, containing the entire fum of one 
thouſand ſeven hundred and fifty four werſes declare 
every word, figure, point, and comma of this impreſ- 
ſion to be authentic: And do therefore ſtrictly en- 
join and forbid any perſon or perſons whatſoever, to 
eraſe, reverſe, put between hooks, or by any other 
means directly or indire&ly change or mangle any of 
them. And we do hereby earneſtly exhort all our 
brethren to follow this our example, which we heartily \ 
wiſh our Great Predeceſſors had heretofore ſet, as a 
remedy and preventiontion of all ſuch abuſes. Pro- 
wided always, that nothing in this Declaration ſhall be 
conſtrued to limit the lawful and undoubted right of 
every ſubject of this Realm, to judge, cenſure, or con- 
demn, in the whole or in part, any Poem or Poet 


whatſoever. 

Given under our hand at London, this third day of January, 
in the year of our Lord Oae thouſand, ſeven 
hundred, thirty and to. 

Declarat' cor* me, 
Jeux Ba BBZ, Mayor, 


